

X CEL LENT 

And Lamentable Tragedie, 
of R o m e o and A 

IVIIE T. ' ' 

i-' > . 

As it hath beene fundrie times publikely Adled, 
. ^ .'/Jpy the K i m g s Maiefties Seruants 

'\cmA 1/tCurrU^ at thftJ G B *• 






i' ! 



■Mw/y Corretied, au 'gmenud t And amended. 






The Prologue, 

Chouvs, 

T w 9 houffolds both alike in dignitie, 

( fare V erona where we lay our Scene) 

From ancient grudge, breake to new mutinie. 

Where c mill bloud makes ciuill hands vncleane.- 
From forth t he fat all loynes of thefe two foes, 
of fare ofS tar re-croft loners take their life • 

Whofe mifaduentur’d pittiom otter thrones, 

Doth with, their Death burie their Parents ftrife. 

J he fe are full pa, ([age of their Death-mar kt lone / — 
I And the corttimance of their Parents rage s 

Which but their childrens end, nought could remoue: 

Is now the two hottres traftequeof our Stage. 

7 henhich if you with patient eares attend , 

What here jhall mijfe , our toy le jhallftriueto mend . 
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THE MOST EXCEL- 
LENT AND LAMENTABLE 
Tragedie of Romeo and 

I V L I E T, 



/ 



Enter Sampfon and Gregori c, with Swords and Buchers, 
of the Houf of Capulet. 




Sregorie, on my word weele not carie Coles, 
No, tor then we (houldbe Collyers. 

I meant* and we be in choller, weele draw. 

I while you line , drawe your Neckeoutef 



*tv: 



tArap. 

\Greg. 

iSamp. 

M>Greg. 

the Coyer,. 

Samp. I ftrike quickly being moued. 

Greg. Butthou art not quickly moued to (trike. 

Samp. A dogge of the houfe' of Momtagne moucs me. \ 
Greg. Tomoue is to ftirre, and to be valiant, is to (land, 

Therefore.if.thpu art moued thou run'ft sway. 

Samp. A dog of that houfe fhall moue me to (land, 

1 will take the wall of any Man or Maide of Mount agues, 

Greg. Thatftiewestheeawcakeflaue , forthe wcakefl goes 
to the wall. 

Samp. Tis true , and therefore women being the weaker 
vcflels are cuerthrutt to the wall : therefore I willpufh Moun~ 
taguet men from the wall, and thruft his Maides to the wall. 

Greg. The quarrell is betweene our matters, & vs their men. 
<1 Samp. Tis all one I will fnew my felfe a tyrant, when I haue 
fought with the men, I will be cruell with the Maides,! will cut 
dfftheir Heads. 

Grego. The heads ©f the Maides, ' ■ T. 

A * Samp. 
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Samp . I the heads of the maides,or their maiden hcads,takc 
it in what fence thou wilt. f 

Grego. They muft take it in fenfe, that fccle it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feele, while I am able to ftand , and tis 
knowne I am a pretty peece of flefh, 

Cjr*gs. Tis well thou art not fifh , if thou hadft , thou hadft » 
beene poore Iohn : draw thy toole here comes ofthchoufc of 
Mount ague 's. 

Enter two other feruingmen. 

Samp. My naked weapon is out, quarrell,I will back thee 
Greg. How, tutne thy back and runne? 

Samp Feare me not. 

(fre. No marric , I feare thee. 

SampT Let vs take the Law of our fides , let them begin. 

Gre. Iwill frowneas Ipa(Teby,& letthem take itastheylift. 

Samp. Nay as they dare, Iwill bite my thumb at them, which 
is a difgrace to them if they beare it. 

Abra. Doe you biteyour thumb atvs fir? 

Samp. I doe bite my thumd fir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Szmp. Is the Law ofour fide if I fay I? 

Grt. No. 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bite my thumb at you fir , butf bite 
ray thumb fir. 

Gre. Doeyou quarrell fir? 

Abra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 

Samp . But if you doe fir , I am for you , I ferue as good a 
man as you. 

Abra. No better. 

Samp. Well fir. Enter Benuolio. 

(jre. Say better, here comes one of my Mainers kmlmcn. 

Samp. Yes better fir. 

Samp. Draw ify ou be tnen,G'r<^or»>,temember thy fwafbing 
blowe. ThejJight. 

Bern. Part fooles, put vp your fwords , you know not what 

r oudM Z»w 
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^ . of nomev amntfiiet. 1 

Enter Tib alt. 

Tibalt. What art thou drawne among thcfehartlefTe hinds: 
time thee Benuolio , lpoke vpon thy death. 

Ben. 1 doe but keepe the peace, put vp thy fword, 
or roannage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tib. VVhat drawne and talke of peace? I hate the word, 
as I hate hell, all Mountagues and thee: 

Hauc at thee coward. 

Enter three or four e Citizens with clubs or party font. 

Off. Clubs, Billes and Partyfons, ftrike , beate them downe 
Downe with the Capulcts, downe with the Mountagues. 

' Enter old Capulet in hisgowne >and htsWife. 

Capu. VVhat noyfc is this? giuememy long fword hoe, 
wife. A crowch, a crowch, why call you for a fword? 

Cap. My fword I fay, old Mountague is conic. 

And floriflhes his blade in fpightofme. 

Enter old Mountague and hie Wife. 

Moun. Thou villaine hoM me not, let me goe. 

v M .Wife. 2. Thoufhalcnotftironefooteta,fcekeafoc, 

Enter Prince Eskales, with his traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubie&s enemies to peace, 

Propbaners of this neigbbour-ttained fteele, 

Will they not heare? what ho, you men, you beafts: 

That quench the fire ofyoHr pernicious rage. 

With purple fountaines iffuing from your vcines: 

On paine of torture , from thofe bloudy hands 
Throw your mifiempered weapons to the ground. 

And heare the fcntencc ofyourmoued Prince. s 

Three ciuill brawlcs bred of an ayrie word 

By thee old Capulet and Mountague, 

Haue thrice difturbde the quiet ofour flreets 

And made Veronas auncient Citizens, 

Caft by their grauc befeeming ornaments 
i° old partizans. In hands as old, fW . 

Cancred with peace , to party our cancred hate? 

L eueryou difturbeour fireets againe. 

Your liues iball pay tbe forfeit of thepeacc, 

A 3 For 
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The mojt LAMenlatn'e Tragetiu “ 

For this time all the reft depart away: 

You Cafulet ftiall goe along with me. 

And CMowtague come you this afternoone. 

To know our farther pleafure in this cafe: 

To old Free-towne, our common Judgement place: 

Once more on paine of death, all men depart. 

Exeunt, 

Mount. Who fet this auncicnt quarrell new abroach? 
Speakc Nephew, were you by, when it began? 

Ben. Here were the feruantsofyouraduerfarie 
And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them , in the inftant came 
The fiery Tibalt, with his fword prepard, 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares. 

He fwong about his head and cut the winder, 

Who nothing hurt withail, hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchanging thruft and blowcs, _ 

Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 

Till the Prince came , who parted either part. 

Wife, O where is Romeo , faw you him to day? 

Right glad am I , he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an houre before the worfhipt Sunne. 
Peerde forth the Golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled mind drauemee to walke abroad, 

Where vnderneath the groueofSyramour, 

That Wefiwardrooteth from this City fide: 

So early walking did I fee your fonne. 

Towards him I made , but hee was ware ofhaee. 

And dole into the couert of the wood, 

I meafuring his affe&ions by my owne, 

Which then moft fought, where moft might not be found. 
Being one to many by my weary felfe, 

Purfued my humour, not purfuing his, 

And gladly fhunned ,who gladly fled fronvme. 

Mount. Many a morning hath he there bccne feene, 
With teares augmenting- the frefh mornings deaw. 
Adding to cloudes , more clouds with his de<y?efighes, 



But 
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“ of Rented and Juliet. 

But all fo foone as the all cheering Sunne, 

Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw. 

The fihadie curtaines from Auroras bed. 

Away from light fteales home my heauy fonne, 

And priuate in his Chamber pennes birafelfe, 

Shuts ?p his windowes, locks faire day.light our. 

And makes himfelfc an artificiall night, 

Blackeand protendous muft this humour proue, 

Vnlcfle good Counfell may the caufe remoue. 

Ben. My noble rncle doeyou know thecaufc? 

Morn. I neither know it, nor can learne of him. 

Ben. Haue you importunde him by any meanes? 

Moun. Both by my felfe and many other friends. 

But hee his owne affc&ions Counfellcr, 

Is to himfclfe( I will not fay how true) 

But to himfelfc fo fecret and fo clofe. 

So farre from founding and difeouery. 

As is the bud bit with an enuious worme, 

Ere hee can fpread his fweete leaues to the ayre. 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 

Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow. 

We would as willingly giue cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Btnu. See where hee comes, fo pleafe you ftep afide 
lie know his greeuance or bee much denide. 

Moun. 1 would thou wertfo happy by thy flay 

To heare true lhrift,come Madam jets away. * 

_ , « . _ „ Exeunt 

Benuol. Oood morrow Coufin. 

Bmeo. Is the day fo young? 

B n. Bur new Hrooke nine. 

Romeo. Ay me fad houres feeme long; 

Was that my father 'hat went hencefo fafl >■ 

Ben. It was: what fadneffe lengthens ^mhoures? 

I L W 'in^< P ie Uingthat * Whkh baUin§> ^^emlhort 

Romio. <^ut. 

Bin. Ofloiie, 



The mo(l Lamentable T raged'te 

Rmh. Out of her fauourwherelaminlouc. 

Ben'. Alas that loue fo gentle in his view. 

Should bee fo tyranous and rough in proofe. 

Romeo. Alas that loue, wfcofe view is muffled ftill, 
Should without eyes, fee pa th- waies to his wil : 
Where (hall we dine? O me: what fray was here? 

Yet tell me not, for I haue heard it all: 

Heres much to doe with hate, but more with loue: 
Why then O brawling loue , O louing hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created: 

O hcauielightnelTe, ferious vanity, 

Milhapen Chaos of welfecming formes. 

Feather of lead, bright fmoke, cold fier,ficke health. 
Still waking fleepe, that is not what it is. 

This loue fecle I, that fccle no loue in thi s, . 

Doeft thou not laugh? 

Ben. No Coze, 1 rather weep?. 

Good heart at what? 

Ben. At thy good hearts oppression. 

Romeo. Why fuchisloues tranfgrcfsion. 

Griefes ofmy owne lie heauy in my bret , 

Which thou wilt propagate to haue it pi |» 

With more of thine, this loue that thou hall Ihowne, 
Doth ad mote griefe, to too much o mine owne. 
Loue is a fmoke made with the fume of fighes. 
Being purg’d, a fire fparkUng in leuerseyes. 

Beina vext, a fca nouriflat with louing tearcs, 

What is it elfe? a madneffe mod difcrcct, 

A choking gall, and a preferumg fweet: 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Sofc^Iwill g oc along. 



&jr js -imtl «»« Twmr. 






PlfB Bid a fickc man in fadndfc make his wills 
AtTi.Lgd.oon.rtmi.fo , ; 1 = 

In fadneffe Couzen,! doe loue a woman. 

I aymd fo ne.rc,v.Kcn I luppo.M you lou d. 

Urn. Aright good .Mtlt-man^nd fhee iW* 

Ben. A right fairc ma:ke, faire Coze ts foonelt rut. 

Romeo Well, in that hit yr u mifle, fl»eel*otbc hit 
With Cuptdsirxow, fhe hath Titans wit: 

And in ftrong proofe of chailnie well atmd^ 

From loues weake chiidifii Bow (he hue: -charmd. 

Shee will riot (lay thefiege of louing tearmes. 

Nor bide th’ incounter of aflailmg eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to SaintSt feducing gold, 

O fhe is rich in beautie,onely poorc. 

That when dyes, with beautie dyes her flore. - 

Ben. Then (lie hath fworne, tbaE (he will ftill liu< chaft r 
Rom. She hath, and in that fparing makes huge watt: 

For beautie fteru d with her feuetitie, 

Cuts beautie off from all pofteritie. 

She is to faire, too wife, wifely too fifire. 

To merit bhflc,by making me defpaire : 

She hath forfworne to loue, and in that vow. 

Doe I hue dead,that liue to tcif it now. 

Bon. Be ruldc by me. forget to thinke of her. 

Rem. O teach me how 1 fliould forget to thinke. 

Rf. By giuirig liberty vuto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 

Ro. T’is the way to call hers (exquifite) in queftion more, 
Thefe happie Maskes that kifle fairc Ladies browes. 

Being blacke, puts vs in minde thcybidc the fairc: 

He that is ftrooken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treafure of his eye- fight loft, 

She w me a M lftris th it is pafimg faire. 

What doth her beautie (true but as a note. 

Where I may reade who paft that paffing fair* ; 

Farewell thou canft not teach meto forget, 

Ben. lie pay that dodtrine, or die dye in debt. Exotent. 
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Enter Capulet, Count ie Paris, and the Clowns, w A 
Ot». And Mount ague is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike, and ’tis not hard I thinke. 

For men f© old as wc to kccpe the peace. 

*Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both. 

And pittie tis you lin'd, at ods fo long : 

But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

Cap*. But faying ore what I haue faid before. 

My child is yet a ftranger in the World, 

Shee hath not feene the change of fourtceneyeares. 

Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Pari. Y ounger then flie, are happie Mothers made. 

Capu. And too foone mard are thofe fo early made: 

The earth hath fwallowcd all my hopes but Ihe, 

She is the hopefull Lady ofmy earth : 

But wooe her gentle Parts , get her heart. 

My will to her confent, is but a parr, 

And fhe agree,within her fcope of choife, 

Eyes my confent, andfaire according voice : 

This night I hold, an old accuftomd Feaft, 

Whereto I haue inuited many a gueft, 

Suth as loue, and you among the ftore. 

One more (moft welcome) makes my number more : 

At my poore houfe, lookc to behold this night, 

Earth treading flarres, that make darke heauen light,. 

Such comfort as doe lufiieyong men feele. 

When well appareld ^Apritl on the heele 
Of limping winter treads, euen fuch delight 
Among frelh Fennell buds fhall you this night 
Inherit at my houfe.heare all, all fee .* 

And like her moll, whole merit mod fhalj be : 

* Which on more view of many, mine being one. 

May Hand in number, though in reckning none. 

Come goc with me, goe firrah trudge about. 

Through fairc Verona , find.thofe perfons out. 

Whole names are written there,and to them fay. 









Exit . 



— §y xomh A»d TuRef. 

My houfe and welcome, on their pleafure flay. 

S*r. Find them out whofe names arc written. Here it is writ- 
ten that the Shoo-maker fhould meddle with his yard, and the 
Taylcr with his Laft, the Fj (her with his Penfilfaod the Painter 
with his Nets. But I am fent to find thole perfons whofe names 
are heee writ, and can neuer find what names the writing perfon 
hath here writ (l muft to the Learned) in good time. 

Enter Benuolio, and Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man one fire burnes out auothers burning, 

One paine is lefnedby anothers angutfh : 

Turncgiddie,and be holpe by backward turning: 

One defperate griefe, cures with an others languilh : 

Take tbouforoe newinfe&ion to theeye. 

And the rarke poy fon ©f the old will dye. 

Romeo. Your Plantan leafeis excellent for that. 

Hen. For what I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken Ihin. 

Ben. Why R omeo ar t thou mad ? 

%om. Not mad, but bound more then a mad man is: 

Shut vp in Prifon, kept without my food, 

Whipt and tormented .-and Godden good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigodcn, I pray fir can you reade? ■ ’l 

Rem. I mine ownc fortune in my miferie. ; 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learned it without booke : 

But I pray can you reade any thing you fee? 

Rom. I if I know the Letters and the Language. 

Ser. Y e fay honeftly , reft you merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow, I can reade. 

He reades the Letter. 

(?Eigneur Marti no, and hit wife and daughters : A nfelme 

^Jandbis beauteotu fillers . the Lady unddow ofVuinuo.Setoneur 
1 laccntio ,and bts louelyNeects: Mcrcutio and bis brother Vaicn- ' 
^y mmeVne/eC^ulcthiswtfednd daughters :my fatre Neeeo 

A farre Affembly, whither fhould they come ? 

. ’ B 
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Ser Vp. 

Re. Whither to fupper. 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Ro, Whofehoufe? 

S<r. My Maifters. 

Tjj, Indeed® I Ihpuld haue askt you that before. 

Ser. Now He tell you wuhout asking. My Maifler lithe 
great rich Capulet, & ifyou be not of the houfe of Mountagues. 
3 pray come and crufh a cup of wine. Reft you merry. 

Ben. At this fame a Undent fcaft of Capulety, 

Sups the faire 'Refaline whom thou fo loues: 

With all the admired beauties of Vtrona. 

Goe thither and with vnattainted eye, 

Compare her face with fome that I fhall fhew. 

And I will make thee thinke thy fwan a crow. 

Ro. When the deuout religion of mine eye, 

Mamtaine* fuch falfh >od, then turne rcares to fire.' 

Aod rhefe who often drownd, could neucr die, 

Tranfparent Heietiqnes be burnt forlicrs. 

CLie fairer then my lone? ihe all feeing Sun 
Nerefaw her match, (inccfirlfihe world begun. 

Ren. Tut.you law her faire none elfe being by. 

Her felte poyfde with her lei fe in eytber eye: 

But in that Chriftall-fcalcs let there be waid. 

Your Ladies loue sgsinft fdme other maid, 

That I will fhew you lWtuing at this fe3ft, 

Andfhefhall fcant (Lew well, that now fliewes belt. 

Ro. lie goe along no fuch fight to be fhownc. 

But to reioyce in fplcndor ofmineowne. 

Enter Capulets Wife and XJjtrJe. 

Wife. Nurfe wher’s roy daughter? call her forth to me. 

Nurfe i New by my maidenhead , at twelue ytare eld / had » 
cvme.what Lamb, what Lady -bird. Gedferbid, 

Whtres this Gtrlel what Iuliet. 

Rater Iuliet. 










Juliet. How now who calls? 



~ft£SZZ5SSS^~-^. 

° f Nmfc! Taith l can tell her Age vote an hurt. 

Wife. .Shees not fourtcene. . . . , 

Nurfe. He lay fourtcene of my teeth .& yet to my teem be tiffokyn. 
J haue but foure . fbees net fourteen/. 

JJow long is it now to. Lammas tide? 

Wife. A fortnight and oddedayes. 

Nurfe. £#r» or odd.of all dates in the jeer e come Lammas Sweat 
n ,eht Jh-iUfbc be fourte.ene.S»(&n and {he fyod reft aU Chrtftian fouls. 
Wire of an age. Well Sufan is with God.Jbte was togoodfor me. Rest 
as I faid «» Lammas Sue at night fball/bee bet fourteene , then, {sail 
/het marrie . 1 remember it well. Tv {met the 6arth-qu«k f W* 
eleuen y cares .and jhe was weand 1 neuerfbaU forget it. of all the dates 
of the yeare vp on that day : for 1 had then latch veer me wood to my 
dug fit ting in the Sunne tender the Doue houfe wall. tJWy Lord a,nd 
you were then at Mantua,»4:y / doe beare a braine. But as I [aid/, 
when it did tall the worme-wood on the supple of my l ht.gge , and 
felt tt bitt.r , pretty fade , to fee it teachie and fa Bdut wih the Dug , 
S hakj quoth the Doue-houje.twas no neede 1 trow to bid met trudge .- 
and jince that time it is a leuenyeares.fr then (bee could fraud alone , 
nay bi'tkroodi (be could haue rssnne and wadltdall about : for essen 
the day before (he broff her brow. and then my Hufband God bt.with 
hit foule, a wasamerry man. took* vp the child, yea qftsth hee. doeft 
thou fall vpon t hyfacc ? thou wilt fall ba . kjward when thou haft more 
wit, wilt thou not lule? tA»d by my holy dam .the pretty wretch left 
trying, and faid /: tojec now how a leftjbaB come about. 1 warrant, 
and / JbaBhue a thottfand yeares , I nesscr (hould forget it : wtlt thou 
not lule quoth he? andpret yfoole it flint ed, an/d faid I. 

Old La. Inough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Tes Madam .•yet 1 cannot chufe but laugh . to think* it 
(h Utd leant crying and fay l: and yet I warrant it had vpon it brew, a 
b.,mpe as big as a young Cock*Tsft*u*l a p-rtlosts k*ec\, audit cried 
bitterly, T,a quothmy hujbmd, falifloponthyface . thou wilt fall 




'ine mojt Lameprstvin r agents 



backward, when than commeft to age: wilt than not I ole } It /lined 
and fatd /. .. . 

Inlt. And flint thou too, Ipray thee Nurfe, fay T. 

Nurfe. Peace f haue done i^odmarke thee too his grace, then 
wajl the prett tefl Babe that ere I nurfi, and I might line to fee thee 
many. d once, .1 haue nsywifh. 

Old La, Marry tliac marry is the very Thearoc 
I came tfttalke of, tel! nre daughter Ittliet, * 

How (lands your difpofitions to be imrryed? 
lull. It is an hourc mat I dreame not of. 

Nurfe. Anhcurtytvere not I ontly Nurfe ,1 would fay thou had/ 
fttekt thy wifdome from thy teat. 

Old La. Well thinke of Marriage now, yonger then ycu 
Here in V erona , Ladies of efteeme. 

Are made already mothers by my count, 

I was your mother, much vpon thefe yearcs 
That you are now a Maidc, thus then in briefc : 

The valiant Tarit feekes you for his Loue. 

Nurfe. A manyong Lady, Lady, fuck a man as ah the world. 
Why hees a man of waxe. 

Old La. Veronas Summer hath not fuch a flower, 

Nurfe. Nay, hees a flower, tn faith a very fl.wer. 

Old La. What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman/ 

This night you fhall behold him at our Feafl, 

Read ore the volume of yong Pam face. 

And find delight, writ there with beauties Pen, 

Examine euery feuerall liniament. 

And fee how one an other lends content: 

And what obfeurde in this faire Volume lyes, 

Find written in the margeant of his eyes. 

This precious Booke of Loue, this vnbound Louer, 

To beautifie him,oncly lackes a Coucr. • 

The fiflt hues in the Sea, and tis much pride 
For faire without, the faiie within to hide : 

That Booke in manies eyes doth (hare the glorie, 

That in.gold clapfes, locks in the^golden florie t 

So fhall y ou fharc all that he doth poffcfle, » 



oj~Ki>meo ana itiUElT’ 



By hautng him, making your felfc no leflTc. „ i ... ,, v ., a 
1 Nurfe. No lefle, nay bigger women grow by men. 

Old La. Speakc briefely can you like of Paris loue? 

J»h. lie looke to like, if looking liking moue. 

But no more deepc will I endart mync eye 

Then your eonf'ent giucs ftrength to make it fl.ye. Enter feruing. 

S truing. Madam, the guells are come, fupper feru’d vp, you 
raid, my yong Lady askt for , the Nurfe curfl in the Pantne, 
and euery thing in extremities Imuft hence to waite, 1 befeech 

you follow ftraight. 

Mo. We follow thee,/#/«/ the Countie ftayes. 

Nurfe. Goe gyrle, feeke happie nights to happie day os. 

Exeunt . 

Enter Romeo, Mercurio, Benuolio yvithflueor fix other 
Maskers , Torch-hearers. 

Borneo. What fhall this fpeech be fpoke for our excufe ? 

Or fhall wc on without Apologie ? 

Ben. The date is out of fuch prolixitie, 

Weele haue no Cupid , hood-winckt with a Skarfe, 

Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will, 

Weele meafure them a meafure and be gone. 

Rom. Giue me a 7 orch, I am not for this ambling 
Being but heauie I will bearc the light. 

Menu. Nay gentle Romeo, we muff haueyou dance 

Not lbeleeueme,you haue dancing fhoees 
With nimble foies, I haue a foule of lead 

So flakes ine to the ground I cannot moue. 

OWer. You are a Louer, borrow Cupids wings. 

And fore with them abouc a common bound. 

Romeo. 1 am too fore enpearced with his fhafr. 

To foare with his light feathers, and fo bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 
vndcr loues heauie burthen doe I finke. 

Too eTeTt oDorllr fil ? C in “ < ? ould y° u buIth « loue, 

g at opprefljonioratender thing. 

Rome? 

. -> • vu ■■■ 
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Romeo. Is loue a tender thing ? it is to rough. 

Too rude, too boifitous, and it pricks 4ike thorn e. 

M=r. If loue be rough with you, be rough with loue 
Prick loue for pricking, and you beat loue downe, 

Giue me a cafeto put my vifage in, 

A vifor for a vifot, what care I 
What curious eye doth quote deformities: 

Here are the beetle browes (halPblulh for me. 

Bin . Come knocke and enter , and no fooner in, 

But eucry man betake him to his legs, 

Ro. A torch forme , let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fenedefie rufhts with their hecks; 

For l am prouerb’d with a graunfire Phrafe, 

He be a candle-holder and loolce on, 

The game was nere fo faire , and I am dun. 

Met. Tut, duns the mou,'e, the Conlf ab'les ownc word 
If thou art dnn, week draw thee’frOm rtie mire 
Or faue you reuerence loue , wherein thou Mickeft 
Vp to the cares, come we burnt day-light he, 

Rom . Thatsnotfo. 

Mer. I meane (if in delay, 

We waftc our lights in vainc, Lights Lights by day : 
Takeour good meaning, for our lodgements fits, 

Fiue times in that, ere once in our fine wits. 

Rom. And we meane well in going to this Maske, 

But tis no ftitto goe. 

Mer. Why may one aske ? 

Rom. ldreampt a Dreame to night, 

Mer. And fo didl. 

Rom. Well, what was yoirs? 
eJMer, That dreamers often lye. 

Ro. In bed a fleepe while thev doe dreamc things true, 
Mtr. O then I fee Q^eenc Mab hath beene with you: 
Shee is the Fairis midwife , and fhee comes in fhape no bigg 
then an Agat ftone, on the forefinger of an Alderman , < ' r * vVl ^ 
With a teeme of little atomics, ouer mens nofes as they k f 
fiecpc:her waggon fpokes made of long fpinners legsst^ 40 ^ 
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»fr he wings of graffe-hoppers,her traces ofthe fmallcft Spider 
uur rollers of the moon-fhines watry beames,her whip of 
Cricket's bone, the lalh of Ph.lome, her waggoner, a fmall gray 
Sited Gnat, not halfe fobigge as a round little worme, prick 
f mthelazie finger of a man. Her Chariot is anemptie Hafell 
f Tmade bv the Ioyner fquirtdl or old Grub, time out a mind, 
the’paries Coach- makers :and in this ftate fhe gallops night by 
night, through louers brains, and then they dreame of loue.On 
efurtiers knees , that dreame on Curfics ftra.t , ore Lawyers 
fingers who flrait dreame on fees, ore Ladies lips who ftraie on 
kiffes dreame, which oft the angry Mab w.thblifters plagues 
becaufe their breath with fweet meates tainted are. Somecmn 
fhcc gallops ore a Courtiers nofc,and then dreames he of find, 
ling out a fute t and (omtime comes flvec with a tithe-pigs tale, 
tickling a Parfons nofe as a lies a fleepe, then he dreames of an- 
other Benefice. Sometime fliee driueth ore a fouldiers necke, 
and then dreames hee of cutting forraine throats , of breaches, 
arobufeados, fpanifh blades: Of healths fiue fadome deepe,and 
then anon drums in his care, at Which bee ftarts and wakes, and 
being thus frighted, fwcarcs a prayer or two,and fleepes againc: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the 
night : and bakes the Elflocks in foule fluttifti haires , which 
once vntaBgled, much misfortune bodes. 

This is the Hag, when Maids lie on their backs. 

That prefles them, and learnes them firft to bearc. 

Making them women of good carriage: 

This is (hee. 

Romeo. Peace, peace, Mercutio peace. 

Thou talkft of nothing. 

Merc. True, I taikeof dreames: 

Which are the children of an idle braine. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie: 

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre. 

And more inconftant then the wind, who wooes 
Euen now the frozen bofome of the North: 

And being angredpuffes away from thence, - 

Turning his fide to the dew- dropping South. 

C ‘Ben. 



Ben. This wind you talkc of, blowes vs from ourfein™ 
Supper is done, and we fhall come too late. * 

Ro. I feare too early, for my mind mifgiues 
Some confequence yet banging in the ftarres * 

Shall bitterly begin his fearcfull date * 

With this nights reuels, and expire the terme 
Ot a delpifed life clofde in my breft : 

By fome vile forfeit of vntimely death. 

But he that hath the ftirrage of my courfe 
Diredt my fine: on luflie Gentlemen. 

Hen. Strike Drum. 

Tnej march about the Stage, and Struingmett come 
forth with Napkins, 

Enter Romeo. 

Ser. Wheres Porpan that he belpcs not to take away? 

He inirt a trencher, he ferape a Trencher ? 

i. When good manners (ball lye all in one or Women. 
hands,and they vnwaflu to, tis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with the loyn-fiooles.remouc the Court-cubbert, 
jooke to the Plate, good thou, faue mee a piece 01 Marchpane, 
and as thou lours me, let the Porter let in Sufan GnnMone ai ,d 
Nell,A'ithonie and Pot pan. J 

a. IBoyreadie. 

Ser. You are lookt for,and cald for,askt for, and fought for 
in the great Chamber. 

? • We cannot be here and there too,chearely boyes 
Be brisk awmle, and the longer liuer take all. 

Exeunt, 



Enter all the guetls and Gentlewomen to the 

Maskers. 

i. Capu. Welcome Gentlemen, Ladies that haue their 
Vnplagued withCornes.will walkc about with you: 

Ah my Mi'f re{Tes,which of you all 

Will now denie to dance, Ihe that makes daintie, 

She He fweare hath Comes .* am I come neare you now ? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I hiue feenethe day 
That I haue worse a Vifor and could tell 
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A whifpering Tale in a faire Ladies eare : 

Such as would pleafe-.tis gone,tis gone, tis gone. 

You are welcome Gentlemen, come Muluuns play : 
tJMuJhke play es, and they dance. 

A hall, a hall, giue roome,and footeic girlcs. 

More light you Knaues, and turnc chcTables vp t 
And quench the fire, the roomc is growne too hot. 

Ab firrah, this vnlookc for fport comes well# 

Nay fit, nay fit, good Cozin Capulet, 

For you and 1 are part our dancing dayes t 
How long ift now fiuce laft your I'elfc and I 
Were in a Ma.ke ? 

a. Capu. Berlady thirtie yeares. 
i. Capu. What man tis not fo much/is not fo much, 
Tis fincc the Nuptiall of Lucientio, j 
Come Pcntycoft as quickly as it will. 

Some fiue and t wcntie yeares,and then we maskt. 

a. Capu. Tis more, tis more, his fonne is elder fir : 

His fonne i s thirtie. 

t. Capu. Wi 1 you tell me that ? 

His fonne was but a Ward two yeares agoe. 

Ro. What Ladie is that which doth in rich die hand 
Of yonder Knight ? 

Ser. I know not fir. 



*Ro. O Ibe doth teach the Torches to burne bright : 
It feemes flic hangs vpon the checke of night. 

As a rich Iewcll in an iEthiops eare,* 

Beautie too rich for vfc, for earth too deare t 
So fhewes a fnowc Douc trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady ore herfellowesfhowes : 

The meafiire done, He watch herplaceof ftand 
And touching hers,make bleffed my tude hand. 

Did my heart lone till now,forfw.eare it fight, 
trUC bcautie this night. 

Th ' S « V h ! s v °y cc > filould b « a Mountaoue, 

Co:iT C r yRa P 5erB ^ wh - d — beflaue . 

" me lctb <r couerd with an antique face. 
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The mffjt LamentZbli Tragedie — 

To fleerc and fcorne at out folemnitie? 

Now by the (tocke and honour of my kin, 

To ftrikc him dead I hold it not a fin. 

Capu. Why how now kinfman wherefore floime 
Tib. V ncle this a Mount ague our foe : 

A Villaine that is hither come in fpight, j 
To fcorne at our folemnitie this night. 

Capu. Yong Romeo is it. 

Tib. Tis he, that Villaine Romeo. 

C apu. Content thee gentle Coze, let him alone, 

A beares him like a por-ly Gentleman : 

And to fay truth, Verona brags of him. 

To be a vertuous and well gbuernd youth, 

I would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 

Here in my houfe doe him disparagement : 

Therefore be patient, take n© note of him. 

It is my will,the which if thou refpeft, 

Shew a faire prefence, and put off thefe frowncs. 

An ill befeemingfcmblancefor aFeaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a Villaine is agueft, 

He not endure him. 

Capu. He fihall be endured. 

What goedman Boy, I fay he (hall , goc too, 

Amlthe Maflerhereoryou? goetoo, 

Youle not endure him, God fihall mend my foule, 
Youle make a mutinie among my gueftsj 
You will fet a Cock ahoope, youle be theman. 

Tb. Why Vncle, tis a fihame. 

Capu. Goetoo, goc too. f . 

You are a fawey Boy, ift fo indeed ? 

This tricke may chance toicath you I know what. 
You muft contrary me, marry tis time. 

Well faid my hearts,you are a Princox, goe. 

Be quiet, or more light more light forlhame. 

He make, you quiet(what) chearely my hearts. 

7V Patience perforce, with wilfirll choler meeting, 
Makes my flefh tremble intheir different greeting: 



— unu irtuvie — 

, will withdraw but thia intrufion (ball _ 

L 1 7* m \nP fwect.conueitto bitter gall. Exit. 

N °7 IfI prophane with ray vnworchicft hand, 

This holy fhrine.the gentlefinneis this, 

M ‘ lip, two blufhing Pilgrims did readie ftand, 

To fmooth that rough touch with a tender kiffe. 

/* Good Pilgrime you doe wrong your hand too much 
Which mannerly dcuotion Oiewes in this, 

For Saints hauc hands, that Pilgrims hands doe tuch. 

And palme to palmc is holy Palmers kiffe. 

Hauenot Saints lips and holy Palmers too? 

Inti, I Pilgrim, lips that they muft vfe in Prayer. 

\ Rom . O then dearc Saint, let lips doe what hand doe. 
They pray, (grant thou) leaft faith tutne to defpaire. 

lu. Saints doe not moue, though grant forPrayerS fake. 
Ro. Then moue not while my Prayer? effe& I take, 

Thus from my lips.by thine my fin is purg’d. 

lu. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 

Re. Sin from my lips, O trcfpaffe fwcetly vrgd: 

Giue me my fin againe. 

luli. You kiffe bith booke. 

Nur. Madam your mother craues a word witb you, 

Rom. What is her mother? 

Nur. Marrie Batcheler, 

Her mother is the Ladie of the houfe. 

And a good Ladie, and a wife and vertuous, 

I nutft her daughter that you talkt withall; 

1 tell you, he that can lay hold of her. 

Shall haue the chincks. 

Rom. Is {he a fapulet ? 

0 deare account ! my life is my foes debt. 

Ben. Away, be gone, the fport is at thebeft. ( > • - 

Rom. Ifo Ifeare.themoreismy vnreft. . - 

C^pu. Nay Gentlemen prepare hot to be gone;, 

We haue a trifling foolilb Banquet towards t 

Is it ene fo ? why then I thanke you all, 

1 thanks yo^honeft Gentlemen, go< 
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More Torches here, come on, then lets to bed. 

Ah firrah, by my fay it waxes late, 
lie to my red. 

luli. Come hither Nurfe, what is yond Centleman fr 

Nj* r f‘ Tbefonneand heireofold7y£«-M, 

lull. Whats he that now is going out of the doore ? 

Nurf. Marrie that 1 thinke be yong Petrucheo. 

luli. Whats he that folio wes here that would not dance? 

Nurf. I know not. 

luli. Goe askehisname,if hebemarryed. 

My graut is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurf. His name is Romeo, and a Meuutague, 

The onely fonne of your great Encmie. 

luli. My onely Loue fprung from my onely hate. 

Too early feene,vnknowne,and knownc too late. 
Prodigious birth of loue it is to mce, . 

That I mull ioue a lothcd Enemie. 

Nurf, Whats tis? what tis ? 
lu. A Rime I learnt euen now 
Of one 1 danftwithall. . 

Out cols within Iuliet. 

Nurf. Anon, anon : 

Come lets away, the (hangers are all gone. 

Exeunt. 

Chorus. 

Now old defire doth in his death. bed lye, 

And yong affc&ion gapes to be his heire, 

Thatfaire for which loue gron’de for and would dye, 

With tender Iuliet matcht.i* now not faire. 

Now "Rpmeo is beloued,and loues againe, 

Alike bewitched by the charme of looker : 

But to his foe fuppofde he rouft complaine. 

And (he (leak louesfweet bait from fearefullhookes t 
Being held a foe,hemay not hauc acceffe 
To breath fuch vowes as Loiters vfe to fweare. 

And (he as much in loue, hcrmeancs much lclfe, 

To mecte her nevy bcloued any whero : g |}t 
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But paflton lends them P ower, time meanes to mecte, 
Tempring extremities with extreamefweete. 

Enter Romeo olone 

Kept. Can I gue forward when my heart is here, 

Tnrne backe dull earth and find thy Center out. 

Enter Benuolio, with Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo, my Coxcn Romeo , Romeo. 

Mer. He is wife,& on my life hath ftolne him home to bed. 
Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wail. 

Call good Mercutio : 

Mtr. Nay lie coniure too. 

Romeo , humours, madam, padion,louer, 

Appeare thou in the likenefle of a figh, 

Spcake but one rime and I am fatisfied: 

Cry but ay me, pronounce but loue and die, 

Speake to my Gofltp Venus one faire word, 

One nickname for her pur-blind fonne and heire ; 

Yong ts4braham Cupid: he that (hot fo true. 

When King fophetun lou’d the Beggcr-maide. 

He heareth not, he ftirreth not , he moueth not. 

The ape is dead, and I muft coniure him; 

I coniure thee by Roftliues bright eyes, 

By her high forehead , and her Scarlet lip. 

By herfinc foote , (Iraightleg.and quiuering thigh. 

And the demeanes, that there adiaccnt lie, 

Thar tn thy likeneffe thou appeare to vs. 

Ben, And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot 3nger him; t’would anger him 

To raife a lpirit in his mitlrefle circle. 

Of femie flranoe nature, letting it there (land 
Tul iheebad iaidcic, andconiurcd ic downed 
That were iome fpighc. 

My inuocation is faire and honed, and inhis miflreffe name. 

1 ensure onely but to raife vp him. * 

T _V"' C c ! hehath hid himfelfc among thefc trees 

To heconforted with the humerous night; 

Blind is his loue, anibeft befits the darkc. 
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Met. If loue be blind , loue cannot bit the siarke. 

Now will he fit vnder a Mcdler tree, ^ ' 

And wi(h his miftrefle were that kind of fruit. 

As tnaides call Medless when they laugh alone, 

0 Romeo that (hee were , O that (bee were 
Anopcn Sc catera, and thou a Poperin Peare. 

"Borneo good-night lie to my Truccle-bed, 

This Field-bed is to cold for me toflccpe. 

Come (hall we goe? .« 

Ben. Goe then,fortisinvainetofeckehim here 
That meanes not to be found. Extant, 

Bo, He ieafts at fcarres that neuer felt a wound. 

But fofr, what light through yonder window breaker? 

It is the Eaft, and Mitt is thgSdnne.- 
Arife fairc Sunne and kill the enuious Moone, 

Who is already ficke and pale with gricfe, 

That thou her maide at farre mote faire then (hee : 

Be not her maide fince (hee is enuious. 

Her veftall liuerie is but ficke and greene. 

And none butfoolcs doe weareit, caftitofF: 

It is my Lady, O it is my lone, O that (hee knew (hee were, 
Shce fpeakes yet (hee fayes nothing, what of that? 

Her eye difcourfes, I will anfwere it: 

1 am to bold tis not to me (hee fpeakes: 

T w© of the faireft ftarres in all the heaucrt, 

Hauing fome bufines, doe entreat her eyes, 

Totwinckle in their fpbcres till they returne. 

What if her eyes were there, they in Her head. 

The brightnefTe of her chceke would (hamethofe ftarres, 

As day. light doth a larope, her eye in heaucn, 

Would through the ayrie region fireame fo bright. 

That bird' would fing , and thinkeit were not night: • 

See bow fhee lcancs her checke vpon her 
O that I were a gloue vpon that hand. 

That I might touch that cheeke. 

Inti , Ay me 

Shce fpeakes. 









Oh fpeake agarne bright Angell, for thou art 
As glorious to this night being oremy head, 

As is a winged Meffenger of Heauen - 
Vnro the. white yp- turned, wondring eyes, 

OfMortals that fail backe to gaze on him, 
Whenhebeftrides the lazie puffing Gloudes, 

And faylcs vport w'e’bofome of the Ayre. 

IttU. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Denie thy father and refufe thy name : 

Or if thou wilt not,be but fworne my Loue, 

And ile no longer be a Cafttlet. 

Rom. -Shall I heare more, or (hall I fpeake at this? 

/»//. Tisbut thy name thatismy Enemie: 

Thou arc thy fdfe, though not a Mottntagut , 

What's Momtague$ hr is nor hand nor foote, 

Nor arme nor face, O be fdme other name 
Belonging to a man.' 

What’s in a name? that which we call a Rofe, 

By any other word would fmell as fweet. 

So Romeo would, were be not Romeo aid, 

Retayne that deare perfection which Ije owes. 
Without that title, Romeo doffe thy name. 

And for thy name which is no part of thee, 

Take all my felfe. 

Ro. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Loue, and Ile be new baptizde, 
Hence-forth 1 rieuer wifi be Romeo. 

lnli. What man art thou,th3t thus befcreend in nigh* 
So ft umbleft on my counfelf ? 

Ro. By a name,I know not howto tell thee who 1 1 am, 
My name deare’ Saint is hatefull to my felfe, 
BecaufeitisanEnemy to thee, , 

Had l it written, I wjbuld teare the Word/ «’ -’oi fro: 
Inh, My cares h^uc yet not drunkc a hundred Words 
Ofthy tongues vttering, yet I know the found. 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Afountague'l 
, Rom. Neither faire Maide, if cither thee diflike. 

D 
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lu. How earned thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe, 

And the place death, confidering who thou art 
Ifany of my kinfmen find thee here. 

Ro. Withloues light wings did I ore-perch thei'e walls. 
For ftony limitscannot hold loue our, 

And what loue can doe, that dares loue attempt; 
Therefore thy kinfmen a re no ftopjo me. 

lu. If they doe fee thee, they will murther thee. 

Ro. Alacke there lies more perill in thine eye. 

Then twenty of their fwords,looke thou but fweete. 
And I am proofe againft their f nmity. 

/*. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 

Rom. I haue nights eloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue me, let them find me here. 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

luli. By whofe dirc&ion foundft thou out this place? 
Ro. By loue that firft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes; 

I am no Pylot, yet wert thou as farre 
Asthatvaft fhore wafht with the fartheft fea, 

I fhould aduenture for fuch marchandife 

luli. Thou knoweft the maske ofnight is on my face, 
Elfe would a maiden blufh bepaint my chceke. 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeake te night, 

Faine would I dwell on forme, faine,faine, denie 
What I haue fpoke , but farewell complement. 

Doeft thou loue me? 1 know thou wilt fay I: 

And I yvill take thy word, yet ifthou fwearft. 

Thou maieft proue falfc , at louers periurics 
They fay loue laughs, oh gentle Romeo , 

If thou doft loue, pronounce it faithfully: 

Or ifthou thinkett I am too quickly wonne, 
lie frowpe and be peruerfe, and fay thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooe, but elfe not for the world. 

In truth fairc fliomtagHe I am too fond* 
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of Romeo andluUet'. 

And therefore thou maieft thinke my behau'iour light. 

But truft me Gentleman, He proue more true, 

Then thofe that haue more coying to be flrange, 

I fhould haue beene more fteange, I muft confefle, 

But that thou oucr heardft ere I was ware 
My true loue paflion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light loue, 

Which the darke night hath fo difeouered. 

Rom. Lady, byyonderbleffedMoonelvow, 

That tips with filuer all thefe fruite tree tops. 

/#. O fweare not by the Mooneth’inconftantMoone, 
That monthly changes in her circled orbe, 

Leaft that thy loue proue like wife variable. 

Rom, What fhall I fweare by? 
lull. Doe not fweare at all.* 

Or ifthou wilt, fweare by thy gratious fclfe. 

Which is the God of my Idolatry, 

AndJIe beleeuethee. 

Rtf. Ifmy hearts dearc loue. 

la. Well doe not fweare, although I ioy in thee: 

I haue no ioy of this contract to night. 

It is too rafh, too vnaduifdc,too hidden, 

Too like the lightning which doth ccafe to bee, 

Ere, one can fay, it lightens, fwcct good night: 

This budofloue by Summers ripening breath, 
Mayproucabeautious flower when next wee meete 
Goodnight, goodnight , as fweete repofe and reft * 
i-ome to thy heart, as that within my breft. * 

Ro. O wilt thou leaue me fb vnfatisfied? 
l»i What fatisfa&ion canft thou haue to night? 

Ro. Th’cxchange of thy loues faithfull vow for mine. 
in. I,gaue thee mine before thou didft requeft it* 

And yet I would it-were to giuc againe. 

iu B!;S; 1,o r vith ' rawit ’ 

/». But to be franke and giue it thee againe. 

And yet I w,lb but for the thing I haue § * 

My bounty is as boundleflc as the fea 

D a My 
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Myloue as deepe, the more I giue to thee 
The more I haue, for both arc infinite : 

I heare fome noyfe within, deare Louc adue : 

Anon good Nurfe, fweet Mountague be true ; 

Stay but a littlc,I will come again,©, 

Ro. O bleffed,bleflcd night, lam afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 

Too flattering fweet to be fubftantiall. 

7».Thrce words deare 2 («»«,& goodnight indeed. 

If that thy bent of loue be honourable, 

Thypurpole Marriage,fend me word to morrow. 

By one that ile procure to come to thee, 

Where and what time thou wilt performe the right* 

And all my fortunes at thy footellelay. 

And follow thee my Loue throughout the World. Madam. 
I come, anon : but if thou meaneft not well, 

I doc befeech thee (by and by I come^ Madam. 

To ccafe thy fute, and Ieaue me to my griefe. 

To morrow will I fend. 

Ro. So thriue my foule. 

It*. A thoufand times good-night. 

Ro. A thoufand timesthe worfe to want thy fight, 

Loue goes toward loue as Schoole-boycs from their Bookes,. 
But lotje from loue, toward Scboole with heauie looker. 
Enter Iuliet againe. 

lu. Hifi.3(a«»w,hift,0 fora Falkners voice, 

T o lure this T affelJ gentle backe againe, 

Bofl-dage is hoarfe,apd may fpeake alonde, 

Elfe would I teare the Cauejwherc Eccho lyes, 

And make her ay rie tongue more hoarfe, then myne 
With repetition of my Romeo. 

Ro. It is my loue that cals vpon my name. 

How filucr fweet, .found Louers tongues by nighty 
Like foftefl'Muficke to attending cares. 

It*. Romeo. , 

Rom. My Deere. 

/*/. What 5 elock to morrow 
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Shall I fend to thee? 

Ro. By the houre of nine. 
hit. I will not faile, tis twentieyeares till then, 
Ihaue forgot why I did call thee backe. 

'Ro. Let me ftand here till thou remember it. 
hit. 1 (hall forget, to haue thee ftill ftand there, 
Remembring how I loue thy company. 

Ro. And He ftill flay, to haue thee ftill forget^ * 

Forgetting any other home but this. ' 

lttli. Tis almoft morning, I would haue thee gone. 
And yet no farther then a wantons Bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand. 

Like poore Prifoner in his twilled gyues. 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe. 

So lotting Tealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy Bird. 

It*. Sweet fo would I, ^ 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifhing : 

Good nigjpt, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweet forrowj 

That 1 fiiall fay good-riight, till it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleepe dwell v.pon thine eyes, peace in thy breft 
Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft * 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 

His helpe to crane, and tny deare hap to tell. 



Exit 

Enter Fryer alone with a Rafket. 

FA. The grey eyde morne fmiles on the frowning niche 
Checkring the Eaftcrne Cioudes with ftreakes of light ; 

And fleckcld daikneffe like a drunkard redes, 

From forth dayes path, and Titans burning whedes 

Now ere the Sunneaduance his burning eye, * 

The day to cherre, and nights danke dew to drv 

I mufl V pfiU this Ofier Cage of ours, ;* 

1 Y hialefull weeds, and precious iuyeed flower* 

i he earth that’s tiaturesmother in her Tombe 
What is her burying Graue, that is her wombe; 




TTemoff LdmTntaFle Trkge'dic 

And from her wotnbe children of diners kind 
We fucking on her naturall bofome find : 

Many for many vertures excellent : 

None but for fome, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerful! grace that lyes 
In PUnts, Hearbs, Stones, and their true qualities: 
For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth liue. 

But to the earth fome fpeciatl good doth giue : 
Nor ought fo good, but drain'd from that faire yfe, 
Reuolts from true birth, Humbling on abufe. 
Vertue it felfe-turnes vic^ being mif-applyed. 

And vice fometime by a&ion dignified. 

Enti frRomeo. 



Within the Infant rinde of this wcake flower 
poyfon hath refidence, and Medicine power ! 

For this being fmelt with that part, chearcs each part, 
Being tailed flayes all fences with the heart.* 

Two fuch oppofed Kings, encampc them Hill 
In man, as well as hearbes,grace,and rude will : 

And where the worfer is predominant, 

Full foone the Canker death cates vp that plant. 

%o. Good morrow father. 

Fri. Benedicite. 

What early tongue fo fweet faluteth me ? 

Yong fonnc,it argues a diftempered head, 

So foone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care lceepes his watch in euery old mans eye. 

And where care lodges, fleepe will neuer lye : 

But where vnbrufed ybuch with vnfluft braine 
Doth couch his lims,there golden fleepe doth raigne, 
Therefore thy earlinefledoth me allure. 

Thou art vprous’d with fome diftemp’rature : 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right, 

Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night, 

Ro. That laft is true, the fwceter reft was mine. 

Fri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofalint? 
'Rom. With Rofaline, my ghoftly father no, 




vj /\ umeu ana i at/et, 

I haue forgot that name, and that names w fife. 

Fri. That’s my good fonnc,but where haft thou beene then? 
fo. lie tell thee ere thou aske it me agen : 

I haue beene feafting with mine enemie, ^ 

Where on a fudden one hath wounded me: 

That’s by me wounded, both our remedies 
Within thy helpe and holy phyfick lye 
I bearc no hatred bleffed man : for lot 
My interceflion likewife Heads my foe, 

Fri. Be plaine good fonne and homely in thy drift, 

Ridling Confcflion, finds but ridling Shrift. 

Rem. Then plainly know my hearts deare loue is fee 
On the faire daughter of rich fopu/et : 

As mine on her, (o hers is fet on mine 

And all combin*d,fauc what thou muft combine 

By holy Marriage: when and where, and how. 

We met, we woocd,and made exchange of vow? 

He tell thee as we pafte,but this I pray. 

That thou confent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri. Hdly S. Francis what a change is here ? 

Is Rof aline that thou 4idft loue fo deare. 

So foone forfaken ? yong mens loue then lyes 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Iefu Maria, what a deale of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofatine} 

How much falc water throne awav in wafte 
To feafon loue that of it doth not tafte. * 

The Sun not yet thy fights, from Heauen clearcs 
Thy old grouts yet ring in my ancient earcs : 

Lo here vpon thy cheeke the ftaine doth fit 
Of an old teare that is not wa/hc off yet. 

Ro. 



ISmST 



““ "■ "YhTmjt mmrnmri ttgem — 

•Ro. And badft me bury loue. 

Fnf. Not in a graue. 

To lay one in, another out to haue. 

Re. I pray thee chide me not, her 1 loue now 
Doth grace for grace, and louc for loue allow; 

The other did not fo. 
fri. O (lie knew well, 

Thy loue did read by rote, that could no fpell : 

But come yong Wauerer, come and goe with me, 
In-oncrefpe&Ile thy afliftanc be; ' r 
For this Alliance may fohappie proue* 

To turnc your hou {holds rancor to pure loue. 

Rom. O let vs hence, I ftand on fudden haft. 

Fri, Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run faft. 

Exeunt , 



Enter Benuolio^^ Mercutio. 

Mer. Where theDeu’le fliould this ^owe^be? came heenot 
home to night? 

Ben. Not to his fathers, I fpoke with his man. ! 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that Roftlm 
Torments him fo, that he will forfe run mad. 

Ben. Tib alt , the Kinfman coold fapulet, hath fent a Letter to 
his fathers houfe. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben, Romeo will anfwere it v 

Mer, Any man that can write may anfwere a Letter. 

Ben , Nay, he will anfwere the Letters Mafter, how he dares 



bcipg dared. . , 

Mer. Alas, poore Romeo, hee is alreadie dead,nabdwitn s 
white Wenches blacke Eye, run through the care with a Lout- 
Song, the very Pinne of his heart , cleft with the blFnde Bow* 
boyes But-fliaft, and is he a man to encounter Ttbttlti 

Rom. Why, what is TtbaltT , ^ 

CMer. More then Prince o+’ Caw. O hee’s the couragt^ 
Capraineof Complements : he fights as you fing Prick* 
teepes time, diftance-and 1 proportion, hee refts his mrrM'tn 
one two and the third in yeutbofome ; the very Butcnei^ 




am* i'AViZl . 

a dualift, a Gentleman of the veryfirft 



houfe ofi the’ fcftand fecond ca'ufe , ah ihcimmortallPaflado, 
the punto reuerfo, the Hay. 

Ser. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affecting phanta- 
cie« theft new tuners of accent: by Iefu a very good blade , a 
verytall man , a very good whore. Why is not this a lamenta- 
ble thing grandfir, that wee fliould be thus affli&ed with 
ftrangc flies: thefe faflaion-mongers, thefe pardona-mees, 
ftandio much on the new forme , that they cannot fit at - 
the old bench. O they; bones , their bones. 

Enter Romeo. 

Sen, Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his Roe, like a dtyedHering, O 
how art thou fifhificd?now is he for the numbers that Petrarch 
flowed in: Laura to his Lady, was a kitehin wench, marrie feee 
had a better loue to berime her: T)ido a dowdie, Cleopatra s 
G i p fie , Helten and Hero , hildingsand harlots : Tbitbie a grey 
eye or fo,but not to the purpofe. Signior Romeo 5*»/V»r,thcres 
a French faluation to your frenchflop : you gaue vs the coun- 
terfeit fairely laft night. 

Rem. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I 

giueyou? 

Mer. the flip fir, the flip, can you net conceiue? 

Romeo. Pardon good Merentio.vaj bufineffe was great,and 
in fuch a cafe as mine, a man may ftraine curtefie. 

Mer. Thats as much as to fay, fuch a cafe as yours con- 
ftraines a man to bow in the hams. . 

Romeo. Meaning tocurfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rom, A moftcurteous expofition. 
tJMer. Nay,I am the very pinckc of curtefie: 

Romeo, Pinck for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Romeo. Why then is my pump well flowred. 

Mer. Sure wit, follow mee this ieaft, now till thoU hafi 
worse out thy pump , that when the Angle foie of it is WOine, 

E the 
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the ieaft may rcmaine after the wearing, foly Angular. 

Ro. O fmglc fo!c!e ieaft, foly Angular for the fingle'neflfe, 
Mer. Come betwecne vs good B er.uolio , my wits faints. 
Rd. Swits and fpurs, fwits and fpurs, or He cry a match. 
Mer. Nay, if oiir wits run the wild goofe chafe , I am don4 
For thou baft more ofthewilde goofe in one of thy wits, then 
lam furcl hauein my whole fiue. Was I with youtherefot 
the goofe? 

Ro. Thou waft neuer with mee for any thing, when thou waft 

not there for the goofe. 

CMer. I will bite thee by theeare for that ieaft. 

Ro. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer . Thy wit is avery bitter fweting,it is a moft (harp fauce, 
*Rp. And is it hot well feru’d in to a fvveet goofe ? 

Mer. Oh herc’s a wit of Cheuerell i that ftretchcs from an 
yrjch narrow, to an ell-broad. 

Ro. Illrctchitoutforthatwordvbroad.whichaddcdtotlie 
goofe, proues thee farre and wide, a broad goofe. 

M*r. Why? is not this, better now, then groning forLoue, 
now art thou fociable, now art thou Romeo: now art thou what 
thou art, by art as well as by Nature , forthis driucling loueis 
like a great Naturall, that runs lolling vp and downctohide 
hisbable in a hole. 

•Bin. Stop there,ftop there. , . ‘ 

Mer. Thou deftteft me to flop in my tale againft the haire, 

Ben. Thou wouldftelfchaue made thy ta'.e large. 

tJKer. O thou art deceiu’d,I would haue made it mort, tor 

was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indee to 
accupie the argument no longer. 

Ro. Hetes goodly geare. Enter Nurfe and ketm*> 

A fayle a fayle. .. . 

Mer. Two, two, a Hurt and a fnaockc. 

Peter: 

Peter. Anon. 

%. Good Petit to hide her face, for her fans the 
Mttrh. God ye good morrow Gentlemen, g ( 






tfROmto andJttTtet; 



tMer. God ye goodden fairc Gentlewoman 
Tfjtrfc. Is it goodden? 

Mer. Tis no lefle I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the -dyall . 
is now vpon the prickc of noone. 

Nurfe. Out vpon you , what a man are you? 

“Ro . One Gentlewoma,that God hath made,himfclfe to mar. 
Nttrfe. By my troth it is well faide, for himfelfc to marre 
quath a : Gentlemen can any of you tell roe where Imayfinde 
the yong Romeo ? 

Ro. lean tell you , but young Romeo will be older when you 
haue found him, then hee was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeft of chat name, for fault of a worfe. 

Nttrfe. You fay well. 

wi%? YcaisthcworftwclI » Tciy well tooke,ifaith, wifely, 

5M' :/ 'sKi r wmendi « Wm” c ro™^p" nfid ” £C with 

Mer. Abaud.abaud.abaud. Soho. 

Whac haft thou found? 

ta L°“ h "‘ 1 !“>« . an old h„. hoare is eery gKM , 

’ ®“i. a bcfpl‘.' iih ° r ' iSt00n,Uch f °" fcore - hoaie. 

F,reWC " l»Jr. farewell Lady,Lady, L % . 

fo Ml ofki”op F °“ e j ' Wilat &WC '' tnerchan t ms ibf *h« 

“Ike , and will %al™ '““t’ “ htl “ b'mfeHe 

Jn a montth. P *n a minute, then hee will ftand to 

and a were tflfcntcVhc ii '"if m<?iTlc takc !l im down 

^not, ilc findethofethit’ ^ 

r * s and thou muft 
1 Hand 
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ftand by too, and fuffer euery Knaue to vfe mee at hispi ei „ 
fure. 

Pet. IfawnomanYfeyouathisplcafure : iflhad, my WM , 
pon (hould quickly hawe bcene out, I warrant you, I dare draw 
affoone as another man, if I feeoccafion in a good quarrelled 
the law on my fide. 

Afar. Now afore God, I am fo vext , that euery part about 
mequiuers, skuruie Knaue : pray you fir a word: and as hold 
you.myyong Ladie bid me enquire you out, what (he bid mee 
fay, l will kecpe to my fclfe : butfirft let me tell yc,ifye (hould 
leade her in a Fooles paradifc, as they fay, it were a very groffe 
kind of behauiour as they fay : for the Gentlewoman isyongi 
and therefore, if you (hould deale double with her, trucly it 
were an ill thing to be offered to any Gentle woman, aod verie 
vveake dealing. 

Rom . Nurfc,comtnend.tr.e to thy Lady and Miftrjs, Iprottll 
vnto thee. 

Afar. Good heart, and yfahhl will tell her as; much : Lord, 
Lord, (he will be a ioyfull woman. 

Rom. What wiU thou tell her Nurfc? thou doefi not math 
mee? 

Afar, I wi|l tell her fir, that you doc proteft, which as I taka 
it, is Gentlemanlike offer. 

Rom. Bid her deuifefome mcancs to come to fiarift thif ff* 
teraoone. 

And there fhc (hall at F' yer Lsmrtnct Cell 
Be (hriued and married : here is for thy paines. 

Afar. No. truly fir not a pennie. 

Rom. Go too, I fay you (hall. 

Afar. This afternoone fir, well (he (hall be there. 

Rom. And (lay good Nurfc behind the Abbey wall, 
Within this heure my man (hall be with thee. 

And bring thee Cords made like a tackled Itaire, 

Which to the high top gallant of my ioy, 

Muft be my Conuoy in the fccrer night. 

Farewell be truffie, and He quite thy paines : 

Farewell, commend me to thy Miftr is. 

W( 



N»r. Now God in Heauen blcffe thee, harke you fftv 

Ro. What fay ft thou my deare Nurfc ? 

Nur. Is your man fecrec, did y ou ncre here fay , two may 
kecpe counfell putting one away. 

Ro. Warrant thee my mans as true as fteele. 

Afar. Well fir , my Miftrelfe is the fweeteft Ladle, Lord, 
Lord, when ’twas a little prating thing. O there is a Noble- 
man in Towne one Paris , that would faine lay Knife aboord s 
but (he good fqulehad as leeue fee aTode , a very Tode as fee 
him ; I angerer fometimes , and tell her that Paris is the prope- 
rer man, but lie warrant you, when I fay fo, (he lookes a* pale 
as any clout in the rerfall World, doth not Rofcmaric and Ro* 
mto begin both with a Letter ? 

Ro. I Nurfe, what of that ? Both with an R. 

Nur. A mocker that’s the Dogges name; R. is for the no , I 
know it beginneswith fome other letter , and (hee hath the 
prettied fencentious of ir, of you an d Rofcmary , that it would 
do e you good to heart it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady. 

'Nur. I athouland times Pettr ? 

Pet. Anon. 

Nur. Before and apace. 

"■ ’ -( Sxir» 

Enter Juliet. 

lu. Thedocke ftrooke nine when I didfend the Nurfc, 

Ih halfe an houre (he promifed toreturne. 

Perchance (he cannot mecte him, that* not fo • 

Oh (he is lame, Ioues Heraulds (hould be thoughts. 

Which ten times fafler glides then the Sunncs beatnes 
Drinmg backe (hadowes ouer Ir wring hils: 

Therefore doe nimble pini on’d Doucs draw loue. 

And therefore bath the wir de fwift Cupid wings s . f 
Now is the xSunne vpon the highm.oft bill 
O. this dayes iouruey, a->d from nine till twelue, 
u Genres, vet (he is not come, 

a (he affeSiom and warme youthful! blond, 
shcc would be as fyvilt in motion as a ball, * 




My 
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My word's would bandic her to my Tweet Loue. 

And hi j to me, but old ,‘olkcs^many faine as they were dead* 
jV nweildie, flow, heauie, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe. 

O God (he comes, O honey Nurfe what newes ? 

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away, 

Nur ■ Veter ftay at the £ ite. 

/#. Now good Tweet Nurfe , O Lord, why look’ft thou Tad } 
Though newes, be fad, yet tell them merrily. 

If good thou fhaift’ft the Mufick of Tweet nerves. 

By playing it to me,with fo Tower a face. 

Nur. I am a weary, giue me lcaue a while, 

Fyc how my bones ake, what a iaunt haue I had ? 

In. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newes.* 

Nay come, I pray thee fpcake, good, good Nurfe fpeake. 

Nur. Iefti what haft, can you not Hay a while ? 

Doe you act fee that I am j?ut of breath ? 

Ih, How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me, that thou art out of breath > 

The excufe that thou do’ft make in this delay, 

Is longer then the Talc thou do’ft cxcufe. 

Is thy newes good or bad ? anfwere to that. 

Say either and lie ftay thecircumftance: 

Let me be fatisfied, ift good or bad ? 

Nur. -Well, you haue made a fimple choice, you know not 
how to choofe a man : ^e*»«*,no not he, though his face be bet# 
ter then any mans, yet his legge excels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foot and body , though they bee not tobcetalkt on, yet 
they arc paft compare .-he is not the .flower of cuitcfie, but He 
warrant him as gentle as a Lambe : goe thy wayes Wcncn, 
ferue'God. What haue you dindc athomc ? 

In. No, no, but all this did I know before 
What fayes he of our Marriage, what of that ? 

*Nur. Lord, how my head akes,what a head haue la 
Itbeates as it would fall in twentie pieces. 

My backca tothcr fide, a my backe, mybackc: 

Be Aire w youc heart for fending me about 













farewell, 



Extmte 



cs Romeo ? 
rift to day ? 



es my Loue ? 



where flaouhi 



t/ **rriA i fftzclt < 

To cStch my death with hunting vp 

Ifaith I am forry that thou art not 
ivccc,fwect,fweec Nurfe , tell me what 
Nur. Your Loue fayes like an honeft Gem 
nd a cUrtcous, and a kind, and a handfome, 
id I warrant a vertuous, where is your mother 
In. Where is my mother, why, Ihec is within, 
bee? 

How odly thou replyeft ; 

Your Loue Tayes like ar< honeft Gem ‘ 

Where is your Mother ? 

Nur. O Gods Lady deare. 

Are you fo hot, marry come vp I i 
Is this the poultis for my aking bones : 

Hcnce-forward doe your Mcfiagr 

Iu. Here’s fuch a coyle, come ’ 

N ur. Haue you got leauc to goe to 
1». 1 haue. 

Nur. Then high you henceto Fryer. 

There ftayes a Husband to make you a Wife: 
Now comes the wanton bloudvp in your ' * ' 

They’le be in Scarlet ftraighc at any newes 
Hie you to Church, I muft another way, 

J.° * ladder by the which your Lo 

Muft climbe a Birds-neaft foone when it i 
lam thcDrudge, and toyleinyour delight 
But you (hah beare the burthen foone at night. 
Goe lie to dinner, hye you to the Cell. ® 

* M * Hje to high fortune, honeft 

r • c. f Eh ter Frier <?»</ Romeo. 





Then loue-deuouring death doe what he dare. 

It is enough I may but call her miiie. 

Fri. Thefe violent d lights haue violent ends* 

And in their ttiutnph dye like fire and powder; 

Which as they kiffeconfumc.The fweeteft honey 
Is lothfomncfle in hi* ©wne delicioufneffe. 

And in the tafte confounds the appetite. 

Therefore loue moderately, long loue doth lo, 

Too fwift, arriues as tardie, as too flow. 

Enter Iulicto 

Here comes the Ladie, Oh fo light afoot 
Willnere weare out the euerlatting flint, 

A Louer may beftride the Goffamours, 

That idles in the wanton Summer Ayre, 

And yet not fall, fo light is vanitie. 

lu . Good euen to my ghoftly Confcffor. 

Fri. Rom«» (ball thanke thee daughter for vs both. 

In. As much to him, elfe in his thankes too much. 

Re. Ah Juliet, if the meafure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour Ayre, and let rich Mufickcs tongue, 

Vnfold the imagin’d happineffc that both 
Receiue in either, by this dcare encounter. 

lu. Conceit more rich in matter then in words. 

Brags of his fubflance, not of ornament. 

They are but Beggers that can count their worth; 

But my true Loue is growne to fuch excefle, 

I cannot fumme vp fome of halfc my wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make (wort wo > 
For by your leaues,ye>u (hall not flay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Enter Mercutio, Bienuolion, And men. 

Ben. I pray thee good Merentio lets retire. 

The day is hot, the C'apulets abroad : 

And if we meet, we fhall not fcape a brawle, for no 
dayes, is the mad bloud flirting. 0 





ife, for an houie and. a quarter, 
> fitnple. 

Petruchio. and ethers. 



tie of vs ? couple it with Fora- 
Jgh to that fir, and you will 
fomc occafion. without gi« 



jxor/ttV'nyi'u 'ft^feu 



Mer. Thou art like one of thefe frllowes, that when bee en- 
ters the confines of aTauerne , claps mec his fword vpon the 
table, and fayes, Go^fend mee no need of thee : and by the o« 
peration of the fccond cup , drawes him on the Drawer , when 
indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Iacke in thy moode, as 
any in Italie : and aifoone moued to bee moodie , and aifoone 
moodie to be moued, 

Ben. And what too ? 

Mer. Nay and there were two fuch , wee ftaould haue none 
fhortly, for one would kill the other : thou, why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that. hath a hake more, or a haireJeflein 
his beard , then thou haft thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts , hauing no other reafon , but becaufe thou haft 
hafell eyes : what eye , bur fuch an eye , would f pi e out l'uch a 
quarrell? thy head is as full of quarrels, as anegge is ful of meat 
and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egge forquar! 
relling: thou haft quareld with a man for cuffing in theftrect, 
becaule he hath wakened thy dog that hath Jayne afleepe in the 
Sun. Didft thou not fall out with a taylor ; for wearing hisnew 
doublet before tafter: with another, for tying his new !hooes 
With old riband, and yet thou wilt tutor me from quarrelling ? 

l,d r I W f e ^ apt to quarrel as thou art.anv man ibould 
buy the fee-fimplc of mv life, tor an 

Mer , The fce-fimple, O fimp 
Enter Tibalc, 

Ten By my head here comes the 

Mer By my heele I care nor. 

Tibalt Follow me clof.-, for I will fpeake to the 

r Ta ?° 0d ' <,en ‘ a Word With oneofyou. 

Afr. And but one word with one of 

ng, m,>kc :t a word and a blow. 

. ^°u ,r ha,l find mec apt 

giueme. ccafion. 1 

• Could you not take 
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Tie* Mercutio thou conforteft with Romeo. 

Mer. Confort, what do’ft thou makers Minftrels? and thou 
make Minftrels of vs, look to heare notfUg but difcords, here's 
my Fiddlefticke , hecre’s that (hall make you dance zounds 

conlort. 

Ben. We talke here in the publike haunt of men : 

Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place, 

Gr reafon coldly of your gricuances : 

Or elfe depart, here all eyes gaze on vs. 

Met. Mens eies were made to Iooke, and let them gaze, 

I wilt not budge for no mans pleafure I. 

Enter Romeo. 

7 ‘i. Well peace be with you fir, here comes my man; 

Mer. But He be hang’d fir,if he wcare your Liuery? 

Ill arry goe before to field, heclc be your follower. 

Your Worfhip in that fenfe may call him man. 

Tib. Romeo, the laue I heare thee, can affoord 
No better terme then this : thou art a Villaine. 

Re. Tibalt, t\\c reafon that I haue to loue thee, . _ ^ 

Doth much excufe the appertayning rage 
To fuch a greeting ; Villaine am 1 none. 

Therefore farewell I fee thou know 'ft me not. 

Ti. Boy, this (hall net excufe the iniuries 
That thou haft done me therefore turne and draw. 

Ro. I doe proteft I neuer insured thee. 

But loue thee better then thou canft dcuife - 
Till thou fhaltknow the reafon of my loue, t. 

And fo good Capulet, which name 1 tender 
As dearcly as my owne, be i'atisfied. 

Mer. Ocalnaedilhonourable, vilefubmiflion ; 
o/illa (hicatho carries it away. 

Tibalt , you Rat-catcher, will you walke ? 

Ti. What woulds thou haue with me ? 

Mer. Good King of Cats , nothing but one of your nifl* 
liuesj, that I meane to make bold withall, and as you th 3 
vfemee hereafter drie beate the reft of the eight. Will 
plucke your Sword out of his Pilcher by the earcs ?make ha 
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kaft w*u» e bee about your eares ere it bee our. 

7i. I am for you. 

Gentle Mcreutio, put thy Rapier vp, 

Mer. Come fir y our Paflado. 

Ro. Draw Benuolio, beate downe their weapons. 
Gentlemen, for (hame forbeare this outrage* 

Tibalt, Mercm to ,the Prince exprefly hath 
Forbid bandying in Verona ftreets. 

Hold Tibalt, good Mercutio. 

%/ii vaj Tibalt. 

Mer . I am hurt. 

A plague a both houfes, T am fped. 

Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

Mer. I, I, a fctatch, a fcratch, marry ’tis enough. 

Where is my Page? goe Villaine, fetch a Surgeon. 

Ro. Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No ’tis not fo deepe as a Well,nor fo wide as a Churefe 
doore, but ’tis enough, twill feme :aske for me to morrow,and 
you (hall find race a graue man. I am peppered I warrant , for 
this World, a plague a both your houfes, founds a dog, a rat, a 
mouie, a cat to fcratch a man to death , a braggart, a rogue, a 
villaine, that fights by the booke of Arithmetick, why the 
deu’le came you betweene vs ? I was hurt vndcr your arme« 

Ro. I thought all for the beft. 

Mer. Helpe me into fomehoufe Benuolio. 

Or I (hall faint, a plague a both your houfes. 

They haue made worroes meat of me, 

I haue it, and foundly to your houfes — - 

Mxte 

Ro. This Gentleman the Princes nearcalie. 

My very friend hath got his mortall hurt 
In my behalfe, my reputation ftaynd 
WithTibalts {launder , Tibalt that anhoure 
Hath beene my Cozin, O fweet Inliet, 

Thy beautie hath made me effeminate, 

Aod in my temper foltncd valours fteele. 

• F % Sftfty 






^‘hemojtf ament able T ragedie 1 

Enter Benuolio. 

'Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brauc Merctttto is dead, 

Thar gallant fpiric hath afpir’d the Cloudes, 

Wnich too vntimely here did lcorne the earth, * 

Ro. Tiiis dayes blacke fate, on moe day es doth depend, 
This but begins, the woe others raufl end. 

Ben. Here conies the furious Tib alt backe againe, 

“Ro. He gon in triumph and Mercttfo flame, 

Away to heauen refpedViue lenitie. 

And fire and furie, be my conduit now. 

Now Tibalt take the villaine back againe, 

That late thou gaueft me, for Mercutio’s foule 
Is but a little way aboue our heads. 

Staying for thine to keepe him companie : 

Either thou dr I, or both, muft goe with him. 

75. Thou wretched boy that didft confoit him here, 
Shah with him hence. 

Ro. This fhall determine that. 

They fight. Tibalt falls, 

Ben. Romeo, away, be gone : 

The Citizen^ are vp, and Tibalt flame, 

Stand not amazed, the Prince will doome thee death. 

If thou art taken, hence begone, away. 

Ro. O, I am fortunes fcole. 

Ben. Why doft thou flay ? 

Enter Citizens. 

fiti. Which way ran he that kild Merctttto ? 

Tibalt, that murtherer, which way ran he ? 

Bemt. There lyes that Tibalt. 

Cut. Vp, fir, goe with mei 
1 charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Prince, old Mouptague,Capulcr, 
their 'vines ahd‘all . 

Brin. Where arc the vile beginners of this fray ? 
Ben. O noble Prince, I can^lifcouetall: 

The vnluckie mannage ofchisjiatall brail. 
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There lyes the man flame by young Romeo , , 

That flew thy kinfman, btaue Mercutio. 

Captt. Wi. Ttbalt, my Cozin, O my brothers child,] r 
O Prince, OCozin, husband, O the bloud is fpild 
Of my deare kinfman. Prince, as thou art true, 

For bloud of ours,fhead bloud of CMontague. 

O Cozin, Cozin. 

Pnn. Benuolio, who began this bloudy fray ? 

Ben. Tibalt here flaine.whom Romeo’s hand did 
Borneo that fpoke him faire,bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell was, and vrg’d withall 
Your high difpleafure all this vttered. 

Wuh gende breath, calme looke, knees humbly bowed 
C^uld not take truce with the vnruly fpleene 
Ot Tibalt deafe to peace, but that he tilts 
With peircing fleele at bold Mercutio’s breaft. 

Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a Martiall lcorne, with one hand beates 
Cold death afide, and with the other fends 
It back to Tibalt, whofe dexceritie 
Retorts it, Romeo he cryes aloud, 

Hold friends, friends part, and fwifter then his tongue, 

His agill arme beates downe their fatall points. 

And twixt them rufhes, vnderneath whofe arme. 

An enuious thruft from Tibalt, hit the life 
Of flout (Mercutio, and then Tibalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertayn’d rcuenge, „ 

And too’t they goe like lightning, for ere I 

Could to part them, was flout Tibalt flalfie t ' 

And as he fell, did Romeotwnt and flie, 

This is the truth, or !er ! Benuolio die. 

O'fri. He is a kinfman to the Mount ague, 

AfreiVion makes him falfe 3 he fpeak,e$ not true : 

Some twentie of them fought in this blacke ftrife, ; 
rk ^ r t ^°^ c twe ntic c °uld but kill one life. 

tg tor luflice, which thou, Etince, mull giue; 

F 3 Romte 
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Romeo flew Tibalt, Ram to muft not hue. 

Priu. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercutio , 

Who now the price of his deare bloud doth owe.' 

Mo un. Not Romeo Prince, he was Mer curios friend 
His fault concludes, but what the Law fhould end 
The life of Tibalt. 

Prim. And for that offence. 

Immediately we doe exile him hence: 

I haue an Intercft in your hearts proceeding. 

My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. 
But lie amerce you with fo ftrong a fine. 

That you fhall all repent the Ioffe of mine, 

I will be deafe to pleading and excufes. 

Nor teares, nor prayers (hall purchafe out' abufes. 
Therefore vfenone, let Romeo hence in haft, 

Elfe when he is found, that houreis his laft. 

Beare hence this body, and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders, pardoning thole that kill. 

Enter Iuliet alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed fteeds. 

Towards Pbcebut lodging, fuch a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft. 

And bring in dowdie night immediately. 

Spraad thy clofe curtaine loue-performing night, 

Tha t runnawayes eyes may wincke, and Romeo 
Leape to thefe armes, vntalke of and vnfeene, 

Loucrs can fee todoe their amorous rights, 

By their owne beauties, oroflouete blind. 

It beft agrees with night, come ciuill night. 

Thou fober futed matron all in black c. 

And learne me how to loofe a winning match. 

Plaid forapaire offtainleffc maiden-beads 
Hood my vnmand bibud baiting in my cheekes. 

With thy blacke mantle, till ftrangeloue grow bold, 
Thinke true loue a&ed Ample modeft ie: 

Come night, com c Romeo , come thou day in night, 












For thou wilt lie vpon the wings of night. 

Whiter then fnow vpon aRaucns backe: 

Come gentle night, come louing black-browc 
Giue me my Romeo, and when hee lhall die. 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres, 

And he will make the face ofheauen fo fine. 

That all the world will be in loue with night, 

And pay no worlhip to the garilh Sun, 

O I haue bought the manfion ofa loue. 

But not poffeft it, and though I am fold. 

Not yet enioyd, fo tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fotne feftiuall. 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not weare them, O here comes my Nurfe% 
Enter Nurfc with cords. 

And (hee brings newes and euery tongue that fpeakes 
But Romeos name, fpeakes heauenly eloquence: 

Now "Hurfe, what newes? what haft thou there. 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 




Nur. I, I, the cords. 

Juliet. Ay me,what newes?why doft thou wring thy hands: 
Nur. Aweladay, hecs dead, hees dead, hecs dead. 

We are vndone Lady , we are vndone* 

A lacke the day, hees gone, hees kild, hees dead.' 
lu. Can heauen be fo enuious. 

Nur. Romeo can. 

Though heauen cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 

Who euer would haue thought it Romeo. 

lu. What diuell art thou, that doft torment me thus? 

This torture fhould be rored in difmall hell, 

Hath Rgmeo flaine himfelfe ? fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell I lhall poyfon more 

Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, * 

I am not I, if there be fuch an I, 

Or thofe eyes (hot, that makes thee arifwcrc I: 

If he be flaine fay I, or if not, no. 

Bricfe, founds, determine my weale ©r w«>j • 
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Tfjtr. I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes, 

God laue the marke, here on his manly breft, 

A piteous c oarfe, a BI oody piteous coarfe, 

Pale, pslc as afhes, all bcdawde in blood, 

All in goate blood, I founded at the fight. 

Iu. O breake my heart, poore banckrout breake at once, 
To prifon eyes, nere lookt onlibertie. 

Vile earth to earth refigne, end motion here, 

And thou and fltfWtfoprcflconc heauie beere. 

T{nr. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beft friend I had, 

O curteous Tybalt houeft Gentleman, 

That euer I fhould liue to fee thee dead. 

1». What fforme is this that blowcs fo contrarie? 

Is flowed flaughtred? and is Tybalt dead? 

My deareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then dreadfull Trumpet found the generall doome. 

For who'is liuin-g, if thole two are gone? 

Nttr. Tybalt, is goue, and Romeo banifhed, 
o that kild him he is banifhed. 

Iuliet. O God, did Romeos hand feed Tibalts blood? 
did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

A Tttr. Oferpent heart, hid with a flowring face. 

1m. Did euer dragon keepe fo fane a Cauc? 

Beautifull tyrant, fiend angelicall: 

Rauenous doue,feathre d Rauen, woluifh-rauening Iam&e, 
Defpifed fubftance of diuineft fhow: ^ 
lull oppofite to what thou iuftly icem ft, 

A damned faint, an honourable villaine.- 
O Nature , what hadft thou to doe in hell, 
hen thou didft power the fpirit of a fiend 
mortall paradife of fuch fw eet flefhr 
'aseuerbooke contayning fuch vile matter 

« bound? O that deceit fhould dwell 

gorgeous Pallace. _ 

Theres no truft, no faith, nohonefiie in men* 

| for- w rmc, all naugnr, all diffciBDleis, 

g.us me fome Aqua* 
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Thefe griefes, thefe woes, thefeforrowes make me old. 

Shame come to Romeo. 

he. Bliftered be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifh, he was not borne to fhamc: 

Vpon his brow fhamc is afham’d to fit: 

For tis a rhronewhere honour may be crownd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth. 

O what a bead was I to chide at him? 

Nttr. Will you fpeakcwcll ofhim that kild your cozin? 
lu. Shall I fpcake ill of him that is my husband? 

Ab poore my Lord, what tongue fhall fmooth thy name. 
When I thy three houres wife haue mangled it? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my Cozin? 

That villaine cozin would haue kild roy husbands 
Backc foolifh teares, backe to your natiue fpring. 

Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 

Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy. 

My husband Hues that Tibalt would haue dame. 

And Tibaltt dead that would haueflaine my husband; 

All this is comfort, wherefore wcepc I then: 

Some words there was worfer then Tibaltt death 
That murdered me, I would forget it faine. 

But oh itpreflej to my memory. 

Like damned guilty deedes to finners minds, 

Tibalt is dead and Romeo banifhed: 

That banifhed , that one word banifhed. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Tibalt r. Tibalts death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 

Or iffower woe delights in fellowfhip, 

And ncedly will be wranckt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when {he faid Ttbaltsdai, 

Thy father or thy mother, nay or both, 

Which moderne Lamentation might haue moued. 

But with a reareward following7*£*//jr death, 

Romeo is banifhed to fpeake that word. 

Is father, mother, Tibalt , Romeo , Iuliet, 

All flaine, all dead: T^meo is banifhed, . 
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There is no end, no limit, meafure, bound,. 

In that words death, no words can that woe found 
Where is my father and my mother Nnrfe ? 

'Hnr. Weeping and wailing owtxTebalts corfc. 

Will you goe to them : I will bring you thither. 

Iu, Wafh they his - wounds with 'eares: mine foall be fpentj 
When theirs are drie, for 'Romeos bamfomcm. 

Take vp thofe cords, poore ropes you are beguild. 

Both you and I for 'Romeo is exild: 

He made you for a high-way to my bed. 

But I a rnaide, die maiden widdowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe, lie to my wedding bed. 

And death not Romeo, take my maiden-head. 

T tyr. Hie to your chamber, lie find Romes 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 

Harke ye, your Romeo will be heare at night. 

He to him, he is hid at Lamenee Cell. 

Ju. O find him, giue this Ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come, to take his lall farewell. 

Exit, u 



Enter Frier artel Romeo. 

Tri. Romto come forth, come forth ihoufcarefullman, • 
AfflitVion is enamord of thy parts,: 

\nd thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro. Father what ne wes? What is the Princes dootnc ? 
What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand, 

That I yet know not? 

Fri. Too familiar. 

Is my deare Sonne with fuch fowre companie ? 

7 brine thee tydings ofthePrinces doome. 

Re. What letfe theivDoomefday is the Princes doome < 
FW. A gentler judgement vanifor from his lips, 

Mot bodies death, but bodies banifomenc. 

Ro. Ha, banifoment? be mercitull, fay death : 

For exile hath more terror in his Jooke, 

Much more then death, doe not lay bam foment. 

VrL Here from Verona art thou bamlhed .* 



Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Ro. There is no world without Verona walles. 
But purgatory, torture,hell it felfe; 

Hence banifoed, is banifot from the world. 

And worlds exile is deach. Then banifoed. 

Is death miftearm’d , calling death banifoed. 

Thou cutft my head off with a golden Axe, 

And fmileft vpon the ftroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly finne, O rude vnthankefulneffe. 
Thy fault our Law cals death,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy parr, hath rufot afid? the Law, 

And turn’d that blacke word death to banifoment. 
This is deare mercie, and thou feeft it nor. 

Ro. *Tis torture and not mercie, Heauen is here 
Where Juliet hues and euery Cat and Dogge, 

And little Moufe, euery vnworthy thing 
Liue here in Heauen and may looicc on her. 

But Romeo may not. More validitie. 

More honourable ftate, more courtfoip Hues 
In carrion flyes.then Romeo: they may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare Meets hand. 

And fteale immortall blcfling from her lips. 

Who euen in pure and Vcftallmodefty, 

Still blufo, as thinking their owne kiffes finne. 

This may flyes doc, when I from this muft flyc : 
And fay ft thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not, he is banifoed, 

Flyes may doe this, but I from this muff flye : 

They are freemen, but I am banifoed. 

Hadft thou no poyfon mixt no foarpe ground Knife 
No fudden meane of death, though nere fo meane 

But banifoed to kill me: Banifoed ? * 

O Fryer, the damned vfe that word in hell : 

Howling attends it, how haft thou the heart 
* e J ng *?'"«**> a Shortly Confcffor, 
inne Obfoluer, and my Friend profelt 
mang,c mc with that word banifoed? 
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The mojl Lament UbFeTrAgielte 

Fri. Thou fond mad mao,h«are me a little fpeake, 

Ro. O thou wilt fpeake againe ofbanifhmeat. 

Fri. lie giue thee armour tokeepeoff that woid, 
Aduerfttics fweet milke, Philofophie, 

To comfort thee though thou art banifhed. 

Ro. Yet banifhed ? hang vp Philofophie, 

VnlefTc Philofophie can make a Juliet, 

Difplant a TownCj reuerfe a princes doome. 

It helpes not, itpreuailes not, talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee, that mad men haue no cares. 

Ro. How fhould they, when wife men haue no eyes. 

Frt. Let me difputc with thee of thy eftate. 

Ro. Thou canft not fpeake of that thou doll not feele, 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy loue. 

An houre but married, Ttbalt murdered. 

Doting like me,and like me banifhed. 

Then mighteft thou fpeake, 

Then mighteft thou teare thy haire. 

And fall vpon the ground as I doe now, 

Taking the raeafure of an vnmade graue. 

Nurft k*»ek±. 

Fri. Arife, one knocks, good Romeo hide thy felfe, 

Ro. Not I, vnleffe the breath of heart-ficke grones 
Mift-like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 

Kuoc\c. 

Fri. Harke how they knocke ( who’s there) Romeo arife, 
Thou wilt be taken (ftay awhile) {land vp. 

Knock. o again e. 

Run to my ftudic (by and by) Gods will. 

What fimplcnefle is this: I come, I come. 

Knocke. 

Who knocks fo hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? 
Enter iSJurfe. 

Nur. Let me come in, and y ou fhall know my errand : 

I come from Lady Juliet. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Nur. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, . 



Where’* 



of Romeo TnoHuitef^^ 

Where’s my Ladies Lord, where’s Romeo, 

Fri. There on the ground. 

With his owneteares made drunke. 

Nur. OjheiseueninmyMiftrefleeafe, 

Juft in her cafe. O wofull fimpathy : 

Pitious predicament, euen fo lyes fhee, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring, 

Stand vp, Hand vp. Hand and you be a man. 

For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 

Why fhoul d y ou fall into fo deepe an O : 

Rom. Nurfe. 

Nur. Ah fir, ah fir, death’s the end of all. 

Rom. Spakeft thou of Juliet ? how is it with her ? 

Doth not fhee thinketne an old murthcrer. 

Now I haue ftaynd the child-hood of our ioy. 

With blood remoued, but little from her owne ? 

Where is fhee ? and how doth fliee ? and what fayes 
My conceald Lady to our canccld loue ? 

Nur. Oh, fhee fayes nothing, fir, but weeps and weeps. 
And now fals on her bed, and then ftarts vp, 

And Tibalt calls, and then on “Romeo crycs. 

And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name fhot from the deadly leuell of a gun. 
Did murther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdred her kinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatotnie 

Doth my name lodge ? Tell me, that 1 may facke 

The hatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand : 

Art thou a man } thy forme cryes out thou art t 
Thy tcares are womanifh, thy wild a$s denote 
The vnreafonable furie of a beaft : 

V nfeemely woman in a feeming man. 

And ill befeeming beaft in Teeming both. 

Thou h aft amax’d me. By my holy Order, 

I thought thy difpofition better temperd. 

Haft thou flaine Tibalt f wilt thou flay thy- felfe ? 

. G 3 
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And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lyes. 

By doing damned hate vpon thy felfe ? 

Why raylcft tljpu on thy birth ? the heauen and earth? 
Since birth, a$d heauen and earth, all three doe meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft loofe. 
Fie, fie, thou flnameftthyftiape.thyiouc.thy wit. 
Which like a Vfurer aboundft in all : 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed, 

Which fliould be decke thy lhape,thy loue, thy wit: 
Thy noble fhape is but a forme of waxc, 

Difgrefling from the valour of a man. 

Thy deare loue fworne, but hollow periurie, 

Killing that loue which thou haft vowd to chcrifh. 
Thy .witythat ornament, to fhape and loue, 
Miffe-fhapcnin the conduft ofthem both; 

Like powder in a skill-lcfle Souldiers flaske. 

Is fet a fire by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 
What, rowfe thee man, thy lultet is aliue. 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 
There art thou happy, Tibalt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft Tibalt , there art thou happy. 

The Law that threatned deathbecomes thy friend. 
And turnes it to exile,there art thou happie. 

A packe of bleflings lights vpon thy backe, 
Happineflfe courts thee in her beft array* 

Bu* like a misbehau’d and fullen Wench, 

Thou powts vpon thy fortune and thy loue : 

Take heed, take heed, for fuch dye miferable. 
r Goe get thee to thy Loue as was decreed, 

Afcend-her Chamber^ hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou ftay not till che watch be fet, 

For then thou canft not paffe to M.a»tua y 
Where thou fhalt line till we can find a time 
To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your friends, 
geg patdon of the Prince and call thee backe. 

With tyventie hundred thoufand times triore ioy 











" b'f Romeo ana lttfttl. 

Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nttrfe , commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed, 

Which heaiiie forrow makes them apt vnto, 

Romeo is comming. 

Ttyr. O Lord, I could hauc ftayd here ail the night. 

To heare good counfcll, oh what Learning is : 

My Lord, lie tell my Lady you will come. 

Ro. Doe fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide, 

Nur. Here fir, a Ring (he bids me giue you fir: 

Hie you, make hade, for it growes very late. 

Ro. How well my comfort is reuiu’d by this. 

Fri. Goe hence, goodnight, and here ftands all your ftates 
Either be gone before the watch be fet. 

Or by the breake of day difguis’d from hence, 

Soiourne in (JMantua, He find out your man, " 

And he fhall fignifie from time to time, 

Euery good hap to you, that chances here : 

Giue me thy hand, ’tis late, farewell, goodnight. 

Ro. But that a ioy paft ioy calls out on me, 

It were a griefc, fo briefe to part with thee : 

Farewell. 



£»ter old Czpulet. bis mf f avdVnxxs. 
Ca. Things haue falne out fir fo vnluckily. 

That we haue had no time to moue bur daughter 
Looke you, (he lou’d her Kinfman Tibalt dearelv! 
AndfodidL Well we were borne to dye. 3 
is very late, dice J not come downe to night : 

I promife you, but for your company 
I would haue beene a bed an houre agoe. 

P-r/AThefc times of wo,aflf«ord no times ro woe ; 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter 

Tc/m' v! ^ Il>and know hcr mind early to motrow* 
To n.gh, (be is mewed v P ro her heaumeff* * 

Of iw < ^ j !r ' s> ^ vv 'fl make a Helper ate tender 
Of my chjldeslpue.I tlHriku flic w:U be wide. 
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In all rcfpe&s by me : nay raortj I doubt it not. 

Wife, goe you to her ere you goc to bed. 

Acquaint her here of my fonne Paris loue, 

And bid her, marke you me, on wendfday next. 

But foft, what day is this ? 

‘ Paris. Monday, my Lord. 

Ca. Monday, ha,ba, well wendfday is too fooue, 

A thurfday let it be, a churfday tell her, 

Shee (hall be married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte ? 

Weelekeepe no great adoe,a friend or two. 

For harke you, Tibalt being flaine fo late, 

It may be thought we held him carelefly. 

Being our kinfman, if we reuell much : 

Therefore weele haue fome halfe a dozen friends. 

And there an end, but what fay you toThurfday ? 

Paris. Wy Lord, I would that churfday hereto morrow* 
Capu. Well, get you gone,a Thurfday,‘be it then : 

Goe you to Juliet ere you goe to bed, 

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding day. 

Farewell, my Lord, light to my chamber, bo. 

Afore me, it is fo very late, that we may call it early by and by, 
Goodnight. 

Exeunt. 

EnttrKomco and Iuliet aloft, 
lu. Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet nearc day s 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 

That pierft the feareftill hollow of thine eare. 

Nightly (Lee fings on yond Pomgranet tree, 

Bcleeue mr /due, it was the Nightingale. 

Rom. It was the Larke the Herald of the morne, 

No Nightingale; ioefce loue what enuious ftreakes 
Doe lace rhefeuering clouds in yonder Eaft : 

Nights candles are burnt out, and iocond day 
Standstip-toe on themiftie Mountayrtes tops, 

I tnuA be gone and line, or ftay and die. v 

lu. Yondlightisnotdaylightjlknowitl: j t 



It is fome Meteor that the Sunne exhale*, 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 

Therefore ftay yet, thou needft not to be gone. 

Rp, Let me be tane, let me be put to death, 

I am content, fo thou wilt haue it fo. 

He fay you gray is not the mornings eye, 

’Tis but the pale reflexe of Cinthias brow. 

Nor that is not the Larke whofe notes doe beate 
The vaulty heauen fo high abou e our heads, 

I haue more care to ftay then will to goe : 

Come death and welcome, Iuliet wils it fb. 

How ift my foule, lets talke,it is not day. 

lu. It is, it is, hie hence be gone away : 

It is the Larke that fings fo out oftune, 

Strayning harfli Difcords, and Ynpleafing Sharpes. 

Some fay the Larke makes fweetDiuifion. 

•6: This doth not fotfor (he deuideth vs. 

Some fay the Larke and lothed Toad change eyes, 

O now I would they had chang’d voyces too : 

Since arme from arme that voyce doth vs affray, 

Hunting thee hence, with Huntfup to the day, 

0 now be gone, more light and light it grow es. 

Romeo. Morelight and light, more darke and darke 

our woes. 

Enter Madame <WNurfe. - 

Nur. Madam. 
lu. Nurfe. 

Nur. Your Lady Mother is comming to your chamber. 
The day is broke, be wary, looke about. 

/«. Then window let day in,and let life but, 

Ro. Farewell, farewell, one kifle and lie defeend. 
lu. Art thou gone fo Loue, Lord, ay husband, friend, 

1 muft heare from thee euery day in the houre. 

For in a minute there are many dayes, 

O by this count Iihall be much in yeares. 

Ere I againe behold my Romeo, 





'T^m^tmekJibirr r&gtm — 

Ro. Farewell. 

1 will omit no oportunitie, 

That may conuey my greetings loue to thee. 

fa. O thinkeft thou we fhall euer meetc againe ? 

Ro. 1 doubt it not, and all thefe woes (hall ferue 
For fweet difeourfes in out time to come. 

la. O God I haue an ill diuining foule. 

Me think es I fee thee no w, thou art fo lowc. 

As one dead in thebottome ofaTombe, 

Either my eye-fight fades, or thou looked pale. 

And truft me loue, in my eye fo doe you: 

Dry forrow drinkes out bloud. Aduc, adue. 

In. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle. 

If thou art fickle, what doft thou with him 
That is renowna’d for faith? be fickle Fortune t 
For then I hope thefu wilt not keepe him long. 

But fend him backc,. 

Enter Utf other. 

La. Ho daughter, are you vp? 

In. Who ift that cals? it is my Lady Mother; 

Is fhc not downe fo late orvp io early ? 

What vnaccuftom’d caufe procures her hether ? 

La. Why, how now Juliet, 
lee. Madam, I am not well. 

La. Euermore weeping for your Conns death ? 

What wilt thou walh him from bis grauc with teares ? 

And if thou could’ft, thou could’ft not make him hue : 
Therefore haue done.fome griefefhewes much of loue. 

But much of grie!e,fhewes ftill fome want of wit. 

It*. Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling loflc. 

La. So (hall you feelc the Ioffe, but not the friend 
Which you weepe for. 

la. Feeling fo'the Ioffe, •' 

Icannot chufe but cucr weepe the friend. 

La. Well Girle,thou weep ft not fo much foT his dea * 
As that the VilUinc hues which flaoghtned him. 



“ Itf 

I#. What Villaine Madam? 

La. That fame Villaine Romeo. 

la. Villaine, and he be many miles a funder ? 

God pardon him, I doc with all my heart : 

And yet no man like he, doth grieue my heart. 

La. Thatisbecaufe theTraytor liucs. 

I u. I Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands : 
Would none but I might venge my Cozius death. 

La. We will haue vengeance for it, fearc thou not 
Then weepe no more, lie fend to one in Mantua 
Where that famebaaifhc Runnagacedoth liuc 
Shall giue him fuch an accuftom’d dram. 

That he fhall foone keepe Ttbalt companies 
And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 

In. Indeed I neuer fhall be fatisfied 
With %omeo t till I behold him. Dead - 
Is my poore heart, fo for a Kinfman vexes 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bcareapoyfon, I would temper it : 

That Romeo fhould vpon rcccit thereof, 

Soone fleepe inquier. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam’d and cannot come to him. 

To wreake the loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath flaughtere dhim. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes, and ile find fuch a man. 
But now ile tell thee ioyfull tiding Girle. 

la. And ioy comes well in fhch a needy time. 
What are they, I befeech your Lad^ip ? 

Mo, Well, well, thou haft a ca refull father childe. 
One who. to put thee from thy beauineffe. 

Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy. 

That thou expe&s not, nor I lookt not for. 
la. Madam in happie time, whjat day is that ? 

Tu^ti Marriem y childe, early next Thurlday morae« 
The gallant, yong, and Noble Gentleman, 

The Countie Pari t at Saint Pe/m Church, 

Shall happly make thee there aioyfiill Bride. 

Ha 
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The weft Lamentable T ragedie 

Ju. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too, 

He (hall not make me there a ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haft, that I muft wed 

Eve he that fhould be husband comes to woo: 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 

I will not marry yet, and when I doe, I fwearc 
It (hall be Romeo , whom you know I hate 
Rather then Paris , thefc are newes indeed. 

Mer. Here comes your father,tell him fo your felfe: 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurfe, 

Ca. When the Sun lets, the Ayre doth drifle deaw. 
But for the Sun-fet of my Brothers fonne, 

It raines downe right. 

How now a Conduit Girle, what ftill in teares. 
Eucrmore (ho wring : In one little body ? 

Thou counterfeits, a Barite, a Sea, a Wind : 

For ftill thy eyes, which I may call the Sea, 

Doe ebbe and flow with teares, the Barke thy body iss 
Saylingin this faltfloud,the w'mdes thy fighes. 

Who raging with thy teares and they with them, 
Without a hidden calme will ouer fee 
Thy tempeft tofled body. How now wife, 

Haue you deliuered to her our decree? 

La. 1 fir, but (Ire will none, (he glues you thankes. 

I would the Foole weiemarryed to her Graue. 

Ca. Soft take me with you, take me with you Wife, 
How will (lie none? doth (he hot giuevs thankes? 

Is (he not proud? doth (he not count her bleft, 
(Vnworthy as (he is) that wchaue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridcgroome ? 

/#. Not proud, you haue, but thankfull that you haue: 
Proud cap I neucr be of what 1 hate, 

But thankfull eden for hate, that is meant loue. 

CW.How now, how now,chopt lodgick,what is this? 
Proud and I thanke you, and I thanke you not, 

^nd yet not proud : Miftns minion you ? 

Thanke me no thankings,nor proud me no prouds, 

: ■ ' 
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But fettle youtfineloynts gainftThurfday next, 

To eoe with •Paris to Saint Peters Church: 

Or 1 will dragge thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out you greene fickneffe carrion, out you baggage. 

You tallow face. 

La. Fie, fie, what are you madde? 

Im. Good Father, I befeech you on my knees, 

Heare me with patience, but to fpeake a word. 

Fa. Hang thee yong baggage, difobedieBt wretch, 

I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or neucr after looke me in the face. 

Speake not, replie not, doe not anfwcre mee. 

My fingers itch, wife, wee fcarce thought vs bleft. 

That God had lent vs but this onely child. 

But now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that wee haue a curfc in hauing her: 

Outonherhilding. 

Nur. God in heauen blefle her: 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdome,hoId your tongue. 
Good Prudence, fmattcr with your goffips, goe, 

Nttr. I fpeake no treafon, 

Fa. OGodigedem 
Nur, May not one fpeake? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole, 

Vtter your grauitie ore a Goffips bowle. 

For here wee need it not. 
m. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes mee madde. 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke, play. 

Alone, in companie, ftill my care hath bin 
To haue her matcht, and hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Offaire denieanes, youthfull and nobly allied, 

Stuft(as they fay) with honourable parts. 

Proportioned as ones thought would wiflb a. man, 

And then to haue a wretched puling foole, 

H 3 A 
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,1 TTjfntoJt Lament ame j. ragem 

A whining mammeCj in her fortunes tendci 
To anfwere, ilc not wed,T cannot louc: 

1 am too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed, ile pardon y 
Graze where you will, you (hall not houfe with meet 
Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doe not vfe to ieft. 

Thutfday tsnecre,lay hand on heart, aduife, 

And you be mine, i!e giue you to my friend, 

And you be not, hang, begge,daiue,dye i n 
For by my foule, ile nere acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine (hall euer doc thee good: 

Truft too’t, bethinke you, ile notbeforfworne. 

Iulitt. Is there no pittie fitting in the cloudes. 

That fees into the bottome of my griefc? 

O fweet my Mother cad me not 
Delay this marriage, for a month, a wecKe, 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridall bed 
In that dim Monument where Ttbdt lies. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for ile not fpeake 
Doc as thou wilt for I haue done with thee 

lultet. O God. OTfurfe, how (hall this be pieuciucur 
My husband is on earth, my faith in hcauen. 

How (hall that faith returne againc to earth, 

Vnleffe that husband fend it mefromheauen, 
y leauing earth: comfort me, counfaile me: 
lacke, a lacke, that heauen fhould practice 
pon fo foft a fubiedt as my felfe. 

What faift thou, halt thou not a word of ioy? 

Some comfort Nxrfe , 

Ttfur. Faith here it is, Ktmeo is banifhed.anc 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge you 
Or if he doc, it needs mud be my Health: 

Then fince the cafe fo Hands as now it do 
thinke it bed you married with the Co 
ly Gentleman: 
di/hdmic to him, an Eagle M 
Hath not fo grccne,fo quicke, fo faiie 
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As P 4 rw hath, befhrow my very heart, 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match, 

For it excels your firft, or if it did nor. 

Your fird is dead, or twere as good he were. 

As liuing here and you no vfe of him. 
lx. Spcaked thou from thy heart? 

Hur. And from my foule too, or clfc befhrew them both, 
lx. Amen. 

Nxr. What? 

1*. Well, thou had comforted memaruailousnuich, 

Goe in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleafdc my Father, to Lxvmncc Cell, 

To make confcffion.and to beabfolu’d. 

Nur. Marriel will, and this is wifely done. Exit, 
lx. Auncient damnation, O mod wicked fiend. 

Is it more finneto wi/hmethus forfwornc. 

Or to difpraifemy Lord with that fame tongue. 

Which fhe hathprailde him withaboue compare. 

So many thoufand times? Goe Counfellor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth fhall be twaine: 

Ile to the Frier to know his remcdic, 

Ifall elfe fade, my felfe haue power to die. Exk 0 . 

Enter Frier and CountieVix\%. 

Fri. On Fhurfday fir, the time is veryfhort. 

Pa. My father Capulet will haue it fo. 

And l am nothing How to flacke his hade. 

Fri, You fay you doc not know the Ladies mind: 

Vneuen is the courfe, I like it not; 

* Jrorooderatcly /he weepes for Ttbxlts death. 

And therefore haue 1 little talke ofloue, 
hoiFenw fmilcs not in a houfe of tearts. 
f °W fir, I’" fathct countl ir dangerous 
An j'i e d°th.giue her forrow fo much fway: 

And m his wifcdomehads our marriage, 1 

„.° L . ?PP C thc inundation of her teares. 
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" 1 MG mujf Jumr* wn z / ng — 

Nov» doe you know the feafon of this hafte? 

Fri. I would I knew not why it fhoujd be flowed* 
Looke'fir hete comes the Lady towards my Cell. 

Enter. Iuliet. 

Par. Happily met my Lady and my wife. 
let. That may be fir, when I may be a wife. 

Pa. That may be muft be loue, on Tburfday next. 
lu. What muft be, (hall be. 

Fri. Thats a certayne text. 

Par. Come you to make confeifion to this Father? 
lu. To anfwcre that, I fhould confeffe to you. 

‘Pa. Doe not denie to him, that you loue me. 
lu. I will confeffe to you that I loue him. 

‘Par. So will ye, I am Cure that you loue me . 
lu. If I doe fo, it will bee of more price, 

Being fpoke behind your baeke, then to your face. 

‘Par. Poore foule thy face is much abufd with teares. 
lu. The teares haue got fmallvi&orie by that, 

For it was bad enough before their fpight. 

Pa. Thou wrongft it more then tcates with that report. 
la. That is flander fir, which is a truth. 

And what I fpake, I fpake it to my face. 

Pa. Thy face is mine, and thou haft {hundred it. 
lu. It may be fo jfpr it is not mine ownc. 

Are you at leafure, holy Father now. 

Or fhall I come to you at Euening Maffe ? 

Fri. My leifure forties me, penfiue Daughter now. 

My Lord we muft intreatc the time alone. 

Pa. Godfhicld, I fhould difturbe deuotion, 

/#/«*, on Thurfday early wilUrowfeyce, 

Till then adue, and keepe this holy kiffe. Extt. 

lu. O £hut the doorc, and when thou haft done fo, 

Come weepe with me, paft hope, paft care, paft helpe. 

Fri. O Iuliet I already know fchygctefe, . 

It firaines me paft the cptnpaffepf my> wits, 

I heare thou muft, and nothingmay prorogue it., 

On Thurfday next be married to this Countie. j 
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U Tell me not Frier that thou heareft of this, 
Vnlcke thou tell me how I may preuetu it: 

If in thv wifdome thou canft giue no helpe. 

Doc thou but call my refolucion wife, 

And with this Knife, lie helpe it prelently, 

God ioynd my heart, and Romeos . thou our hands 
And ere this hand by thee to Romeos Cc aid : 

Shall be the Labell to another deed, 

Or my true heart with trecherous rcuolc, 

Turne to another, this (hall flay them both : 
Therefore out of thy long experien’ft time, 

G.ue me fome prefenr counfell, or behold 
Twixt my extremes and me, this bloudy Knife 
Shall play the Vmpire, arbitrating that. 

Which thecommiflion of thy yearesand arc. 

Could to no iffue of true honour bring : 

Be not fo long to fpeake, I long to dye. 

If what thou lpeak’ft,fpeake not of remedie. 

Fri. Hold daughter, I doe fpy a kind of hope. 
Which craues asdefperatc an execution. 

As that is defperate which we Would preuent. 

If rather then to marrie Cotinlie Paris 
Thou haft the ftrength of will to flay thy felfe. 

Then is it likely thou wilt vndeftake 
A thing like death to chide away this fhamc. 

That coop’ft with death himfelfe, to fcape from it. 
And if thou dareft, lie giue thee remedie. 

lu. Oh bid me leape, rather then marry P arts , 
From of the battlemer ts of any T»; wer, 

Orwalkcin theeuifh wayeSjOr bid melurke 
Where Serpents are : chaine me with voring Beares 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnell houfe. 

Ore couered quite with dead fheiii ratling bones, 

With reekie fliankes and yellow chapleffe ftulsir 
Or bid me goe into a new maog graue. 

And hide me with a dead mao m his fhroud, 

Things that t6 hcare them told,haUc made me tremble, 
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And I will doe it without feare or doubt, 

To Hue an vnftayn’d wife to my fwcet Loue. 

Fri. Hold then, goe home, be merrie, giue confent 
To marrie Par it : wenfday is to morrow. 

To morrow night looke that.thi u lye alone. 

Let not thy Nurfe lye with thee in thy Chamber : 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed. 

And this dillilling liquor drinke thou off, 

When prefently through all thy vcincs fhall runae 
A cold and drowfie humour: for no pulfe 
Shall keepe his natiue progreffe but furceafe 
No warmth, no breath fhall teftifie thou liueft, 
TheRofes in thy lips and chcckes fhall fade 
Too paly allies, the eyes windowesfall: 

Like death when hefhuts vp the day of life 
Each part depriu’d of fupple gouernme^t. 

Shall ftiffe and ftarke, and cold appearc like death. 
And in this borrowed likeneffe of fhrunke death 
Thou fhalt continue two and fortie houres. 

And then awake as from a pleafam fleepe. 

Now when thcBridcgroomeinthe morning comejj, 
To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art.thou dead s 
Then as the manner of our Countrey is. 

In thy beft Robes vneouerd on the Bcerc, 

Be borne to burial! in thy Kindreds grauej. 

Thou fhalt be borne to that fame ancient vault. 
Where all the Kindred of thf C apt* lets lye. 

In thetneane time againft thou fhalt awake, 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift,. 

And hither fhall he comc,and he and 2 
Will watch thy waking, and that v<*ry night. 

Shall Romeo beare thee hence to c Mantua.. 

And this-fhall free thee from this prefen t fhame,. 

If no inconftant ioy nor womanifh feare. 

Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

/*♦ Giue me, giue me, O tell me not of feare. 

Sri, Hold get you gone, be ftrongandprofperous 
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Ip this refolue, lie Tend a Frier with fpeed 
To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 

he. Loue giue me ftrength, and ftrength fhall helpe afford? 
Farewell deare Father. • Exeunt* 

Enter Father Capulet, Mother, Nurfe, and Ser- 
uingmen , two or three. 

C 4 . So many guefts inuite as here are writ. 

Sirrah, goe hire me twende cunn ing Cookes. 

Ser. You fhall haue none ill fir, for i|e try if they can licke 
their fingers. 

Ca. How canft thou try them fo? 

Ser. Marrie fir , tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his owne 
fingers: therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goes not with 
me. 



C*‘ Goebe gone, we fhall be much vnfurr.ifht for this tim 
what is my daughter gone to Frier Lawrence } 

Nur. I forfooth. 

Ca. Well he may chance to doe fome good on her, 

A pceuifh felfe-wilf d Harlotry it is. 

Enter Iuliet. 

'K“ r - See where (he comes from fhrift with merrie looke. 
f** now my bead-ftrong, where haue you hcenc gad- 

In. Where I haue learnt to repent the fits 



ippofuion, 
bchefts, i 



Ofdifobedienc o 

To you and your bchefts, and am enioyn'd 
By holy Lawrence , to fall proftrate here. 

To begge your pardon, pardon I befeechyou. 
Henceforward I am eucr ruld by you, 

Ca. Send for the Countie, goetell him of tkif, 

lie haue this knot kmtvp to morrow morning* 

In. 1 met theyouthfullLord at Lawrence Cell 
And gaue him whatbecommcdlouc I mi e ht. 

Not ftepping or e the bounds of modeftie 

Ca. Why I am glad on*t, this is well, ftand vp. 
This is as t fhould be, let me fee the County t P 
marnc > S oe 1 %> and fetch him hither. 7 
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Now afore God, this reuerend holy Frier, 

All our whole Citic is much bound to him. 

/#. Nurfe, will you goe with me into my Clofer, 

To helpe me f6rt fuch nredfull ornaments, 

As you thinkefit to furnifh me to morrow ? 

Mo. No not tillThurfday, there is time enough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, goe with her, week to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt, 

Mo. We fhall be fhort in our prouifion, 

‘Tisnowncare night. 

Fa. Tufh, I will ftirre about. 

And all thing* fhall be well, I warrant thee wife ; 

Goe thou to Meet, helpe to deck vp her, 

lie not to bed to night, let me alone: . 

ileplay the hnfwile for this once, what ho? 

They are all forth, well I will walke my felfe 
To Counlie Paris, to prepare vp him 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light. 

Since this fame wayward Girle is fo reclaim’d. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Tuliet and Nurfe. 
is*. Tthofe attyres are beft, but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night : 

For I haue need oftnany Orifons, 

To rooue the Heauens to fmile vpon my ftate, 

, Which well thou knowefi, is croffe andfull of finVe. 

Enter Mother. 

Mo. What areyou-biifie ho? need you my helpe ? 
lu. No Madam, we haue culd fuch ncceflaries 
As are behoofefullfor our date to morrow : 

$o plcafe you let me now be lefr alone, 

A>'d let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 

For I am fore, you haue your hands full all, 

Inthis fb fudden bufinefle. 

Mo. Goodnight. 

Get thee to bed and reft* for thou haft need. 

Exeunt, 




vcines. 
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lu Farewell, God knowes 
I haue a faim cold feare thrills 

That almoft freezes vp the hea 
lie call them backe againe to comfort me. 

Nurfe , what fhould {hee doe here? 

My difmall Sceane I needs muft att 
Come Viall, what if this mixture doe notworft 
Shall I be married then to morrow morning? 

No, no, this (ball forbid it, lie thou there, 

What if it be a poyfon which the Fr l eri 
Subtilly hath miniftred, to haue me dead, 

Leaft in this marriage he fhould be difhonourd, 

Becaufe he married me before to ‘Rgmeo? 

I feare it is, and yet me think* it fhould nor. 

For he hath Hill beene tried a holy man. 

How if when lam laid into the Tombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo nv 

Come to redeeme me, theres a fearefull point.* 0 ;j; 

Shall 1 not then be ttiffled in the Vault? 

To whofc foule mouth no bealjhfome ayre breaths in, 

And there die ftrangled ere my Rospeo coaxes. 

Or if I hue, is itnot very like. 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place. 

As in a Vault, an ancient receptacle. 

Where for thefe many hundred yccrcs the bones 
Of all my buried Aunceftors are packt. 

Where bloody Tthalt yet but greene in earth. 

Lies feftring in his fhrowd, where 4s they fay. 

At fome hourcs in the night, fpi-rks reiort: 

Alacke, alacke, is it not like that I 

So early waking, what with Ioathfome finds, 

Andfhrikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth. 

That liuingmortalls he^ng them runne road. r 

Or ifl wake, fhall I not be diftraught, 

(Ir.uii or eo wuh all theV h'dious feares J 
And madly play with my for ^fathers ioynes? 

I 3 And 
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the miji Lament able Tragedie 

And plucke the otanglcd Tib alt from his fhrowde, 

And in this rage, with fome great kinfmans bone. 

As with a club dafli out my defperatc braines. 

O looke, me thinks I fee tny Cozins Ghoft, 

Seeking out Romeo that did fpit his body 

Vpon a Rapier* point: flay Ttbalt Hay; * 

Romeo, Romeo, Romeo , hercs drinke,I drinke to thee. 

Enter Lady of the hottjfe and Nurfe. 

La. Hold, take thefe keyts, ard fetch more fpices Nurfe. 
Nur, They call for Dsics and Quinces in the Paflrie. 

Enter old Capulet. 

Ca. Come, ftit, ttir, ttir, t he fecond Cocke hath crowed, 
The Curphew Bell hathroung, tis three a docke: 

Looke to the bakte meates, good %/lngelssa. 

Spare not forcoft. 

Nur. GoeyouCot-queane, goe. 

Get you to bed, faith youle be fickc to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

Ca. No not a whit, what? I haue watcht ere now 
All night for leffe caufe, and nerebeene ficke. 

La. 1 you haue bin a moufe-hun t in your time. 

But I will watch you from fuch watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfe. 

Ca. A iealous hood, a iealous hood, now fellow, what is there? 

Enter three or four e with {pits and logs and baskets. 

Eel. Thingsfor the Cooke nr, but I know n ot whar. 

Ca. Make hafte, make hafte firrah, fetch drier Logs. 

Call 'Peter, he willfhe w thee where they are. 

Fel. I haue a head fir, that will find out Logs, 

And neuer tro ubl cPeter for the matter. 

Ca. Mafic an d well faid, a merrie horfon, ha. 

Thou (halt be Loggerhead; good faith tis day. 

Play M aft eke. 

The Co untie willbeherewithmufickeftraight. 

For fo he fai d he would, I heare him neerc. 

Nurfe, wife, what ho , what Nurfe I fay? 

Enter Nurfe. 

Goe waken Juliet, goe and trim her vp, 
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lie goe and chat whh *Paris, hie, make hafte. 

Make hafte, the Bridegroomc, he is come alreadic, make hafte 
1 fay. 

Nut. Mtftris.what Miflris, belief, faft I warrant her &e B 
Why Lambe, why Ladie.fic you fluggabed. 

Why Loue I fay. Madam fweet heart, why Bride : 
Whaenotaword, you take your penniworths now, 

Slecpe for a weeke, for the next night I warrant 
The Countie Paris hath fet vp his reft, 

That you (hall reft but little, God forgiueme. 

Marric and Amen : how found is ihe a fleepe j 
I muft needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 
l,lct the Countie take you in your bed* 

Hcele fright you vp yfaith, will it not be? 

What dreft, and in your clothes* and downe agaioe ?■ 

Imuft needs wake you. Lady, Lady, Lady. § 

Alas, alas, helpe, helpe, my Ladic's dead. 

Oh weUday, thateuer I was borne 
Som x Aqua-vita ho, my Lord, my Lady. 
t-Mo. Whatnoyfcis heere? ^ 

Nnr. O lamentable day. 

Mo. What is the matter ? 

Nur. .Looke, looke, oh heauie day. 

Mo. O me, O me, my child, my oncJy life • 

Reuiuc looke vp, or I will dye with thee .♦ 

Helpe,helpe, call helpe, 

u* u n , Enter Father. 

stated” 8 f °" h - h " lord i, «<>„,«. 

- 

DeatMycs onh PS v t* ,on 8 beene Separated, 

Vnon ,L r h J ,Icc an untimely froft 

Mo. O wofulhime, V 
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the moft Lamentabletragedie 

Fa. Death that hath caiie her hence to make me wail 
Tyesvp my tongue and will not let me fpcake. 

Enter Frier and the Countie, with the Mu/itiunt. 

Fri. Come j is the Bride readie to goe to Church ? 

Fa. Ready to goe, but neuer to retume. 

O fonne, the night before thy wedding day, 

Hath deatblaine with thy wife, theielhe lyes, 

Flower as (he was,' deflowred by him, 

Death is my fonne in law, death is my heir C, 

My daughter he hath wedded, l will dye, 

Andleaue him all, life, liuing, all is deaths, 

P <«■//. Haue I thought long to fee this niomings facc, 
And doth it giue me fuch a fight as this? 

Mo. Accurft, vnhappy, wretched hateful! day, 
Moft mifcrable houre that ere time faw 
In lading labour of his Pilgrimage; 

But one poore one, one poore and loUtrig cbilde. 

But one thing to reioyce and lolice fti, 

And cruell death hath cattftt it from rhy fight. 

Nur. O wo, O wofull, wofull, wofull day, 

Moft lamentable day, moft wofull day, 

That euer, euer, I did yet behold, 

O day, O day, O day, O hatefull day, 

Neuer was feene fo blaike a'dsy as this, 

O wofull day, O wofull day. • , 

Paris. Bcguild, diuorced, wronged ,fpighted,uathe, 

Moft deteftable death, by thee beguild. 

By cruell, cruell thee, qfiitc ouerthrowne, 

O loue, O life, ndt life, but loue id death. 

Fat. Defpifde, diftrefled, hated, martyrd, ktld, 
Vncomfortable tirhfe, why camft thou now, 

To murther, murther our folemfiitie ? 

O child, O child, my foule and not my child. 

Dead art thou.alacke my child is dead, 

And with my child my ibyes att btt?iedv 

Fri. Peace bo for iliame, confufidns , care hues no 
In thefe cotifufions, Heauen and your lelfC 
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Had part in this faire Maid, now Heauen hath all. 

And all the better is it for the Maid: 

Your part in hcr,you could not keepe from death, 
But Heaueri keepes his part in eternall life : 

The moft you fought was her promotion, 

For’twas your Heauen (be ffiould be aduanft. 

And weepeye now, feeing (he is aduanft 
Aboue the Cloudcs, as high as Heauen it felfe. 

O in this louc, you loue your child fb ill, 

That you run mad, feeing that fhe is well : 

She’s not well marryed, that Hues marryed long. 

But (he’s beft marryed, that dyes marryed yong. 

Dry vp your teares, and fticke your Rofemarie 
On this faire Coarfe, and as the cuftome is. 

And in herbeft array beare her to Church : 

For though fome nature bids vs all lament. 

Yet Natures teares are Reafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained Feftiuall, 

Turne from their office to black? Funcrall : 

Our Inftruments to melancholy Bels, 

Our wedding che ar-e to a fad buriall Fcaft : 

Our folemne Hymnes to fullen Dyrges change: 

Our Bridall ftowers ferue for a buried Coarfe : 

And all things change them to the contrarie. 

Fri. Sir goe you in ; and Madam, goe with him. 
And goe fir Paris euery one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarfe vnto her graue s 
The Heaucns doe lowre vpon you for fome ill : 

Moue them no more, by oroffing their high will. 

Exeuntmanent Muftci. 

Mufi. Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone* 
Nur. Honcft good-fellowes, ahputvp,putvp. 
For well you-know, this lsa pittifull cafe. 

Fid. I by my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Peter. 

Pet. Mufitions,Oh Mufitions,hatts cafe, harts cafe, 

K 
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O, and you will haue me line, play hearts eafe, 

Fidler Why hearts eafe? 

Peter. O Mufitions, becaufe my hart ic felfe plaies , my bare 
is full of woe. 

.O play me fome merry dumpe to comfort me. 

Minttrcls. Not a dump we, tis no-time to play now. 

‘Pet. You will not then? 

Min. No. 

Pet. I will then giue it you foundly. 

Min. What will you giue vs? 

Pet, No money on my faith, but the glceke. 

I will giue you the Minftrell. 

eJM.tr,. Then will I giue you the fcruing creature. 

Per.Then wil I fay the feruing creatures dagger on your pate^ 
I will carrie no Crochets, ile Re you, ile Fa you do you noteme? 
Mtn. And you Re vs, and Fa vs, you note vs, 
z.eJM. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 
Peter. Then haue at you with my wit. 

Iwill drie-beate you with an yron wit,& put vp my yron dagger. 
Anfwere me like men. 

When griping griefes the hart doth wound, then mufique,with 
her filuer found. 

Why filuer found , why muficke with her filuer found , waht 
fay you Simon Catling? 

C Mm. Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fwcet found. 

Pet. Pratee,what fay you Hugh Rebick? 

i.M. I fay filuer found, becaufe Mufitions found for filuer. 

‘Pet. Pratce to, what fayyou lames found poll? 

%.M. Faith I know riot what to fay. 

Pet, O I cry you mercy, you. are the Singer. 

I will fay for you; it is Muficke with her filuer found, 

Becaufe Mufitions haue no Gold for founding: 

Then Muficke with her filuer found with fpeedy helpe doth 
lendredrcfle. 

Exit. 

Min* 



- — VJ JXXFtBtV tlWUlttWCfe 

Mi** What a peftilent knauc is this fame? 

M.z. Hang him Iacke, comeweelc inhere, tarrieforthc 
Mourners, and flay dinner. 

Exeunt. 



Enter Romeo. 

Re. If I may truft the flattering truth offleepe. 

My dreames prefage fome ioyfull newes at hand. 

My bofomes Lord, fits lightly in his thrones 
And all this day an vnaccuflomd fpirit. 

Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 

I dreampt my Lady catne and found me dead. 

Strange dreames that giues a dead man leaue to think, 

And breathd fuch life with kifles in my lips. 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah me, how fweet is loue it felfe pofleft, 

When but loues fbadowes are fo rich in ioy. 

Enter Romeos man Balthazer. 

Newes from Verona } how now Balth*z,eri 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier ? 

How doth my Lady, is my father well? 

How doth my Lady /#/«*?that I aske againc, 

For nothing can be ill, if fhee be well. 

Man. Then fhe is well , and nothing can be ill 
Her body fleepes in CWpe/rmonument, 

And her immortall part with Angels liues, 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And prefen tly tooke pofte to tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. 

Ro, Is it euen fo? then I denie you fiarres. 

Thou knoweft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire pod horfes, I will hence to night. 

Man, I doe befeech you fir, haue patience: 

Your leokes arc pale and wild, and doe import 
Some mifaduenturc. 

Re. Tu£h thou art deceitt’d, 

Leaue me, and doc the thing I bid thee doe. 

K 2 Haft 
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Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. Nomy good Lord. 

Exit 

%e. No matter, get thee gone, 

And byre thofe Horfes, He be withthee ftraighc. 

W il iulitt, 1 will iye with thee to night : 

Lets fee for meanes, O mifehiefe thou art fwifr. 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men: 

I doe remember an Appothecarie, 

And here abouts a dwels, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with ouer- whelming browes. 
Culling of Simples, meager werehislookes, 

Sharpe miferie bad worne him to the bones : 

Ai d in his needy (hop a Tortoys hung, 

An Ailfgater ftuft, and other skinnes 
Of ill fhap’c fifties, and about his fhelues, 

A beggerly account of emptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftie feeds. 
Remnants of packthred, and old Cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly featured, to make vp a (hew. 

Noting this penury, to my felfe I faid, 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofefale is prefent death in Mantua, 

Here Hues a Caitiffe wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 

As I remember, this fhould be the houfc. 

Being holy day, the Beggers fhop is fhut. 

What ho Apothecaries 

tyippo. Who cals folowd? 

.. Rom. Come hither man, I fee that thou art poore. 
Hold, there is fortie Duckets, let me haue 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding geare. 

As wdldifperfe it felfe through all the veines, 

That the life-wearie-tak^r may fall dead, _ 

And that the Truncke ma^be difehargd of breath, 
As violently, as haftie powder fierd 
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Doth hurry from the fatall Canons worobe. 

poti. Such mortall drugs I haue , but MantUat law 

Is death to any he that vtters them. 

Ro. Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednefle, 

And feareft to die, famine is in thy chcckes, 

Necde and oppreflion ftarueth in thy eyes. 

Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backe: 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law, 

The world affords no law to make thee rich: 

Then be not poore, but breake it and take this. 

*Po. My pouerty, but not my will confcnts. 

Ro. 1 pay thy pouerty and not thy will. 

Ro. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 

And drinke it off, and if you had the ftrength 
Of twenty men, it would difpatch you ftraight. 

%o. There is tby Gold,worfe poyfon to mens fouls. 
Doing more murthers in this loathfome world. 

Then thefe poore compounds that thou mai’ft not fell, 
I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell, buy foode, and get thy felfe in flefh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, goe with me 
To 7«A*f/graue, for there muft I vfe thee. 

Exeunt 

Enter JV^rlohn to Frier Lawrence. 

Joh. Holy Franeifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Lawrence.. 

Law. This fame fliould be the voice of Frier Iohn, 
Welcome from Mantua: what fayes Romeo} 

Or if his mind be writ, giue me his Letter. 

lob, Goingtofinda barefoote brother out, 

One of our order to affociate me. 

Here in this Citie vifiting the ficke, 

And finding him, the Searchers of the towne, 

Sufpe&ing that we both were in a houfe. 

Where the infe&ious peftilence did raigrte, 

Seald vp the doores, and would not let vs forth. 

So that may fpcedeto Mantua there was ftaide.. 
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Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo > 
lobn. I cold not fend it, here it is againe, 

'Nor get a Meffenger to bring it thee. 

So fcarefull were they of infection. 

Law. Vnhappie fortune, by my Brother-hood, 

The Letter was not nice, but full of charge, 

Of deare import, and the neglecting it. 

May doe much danger : Fryer lobn goe hence. 

Get me an Iron Grow and bring it ftraight 
Vrito my Cell. 

Exit, 

lobn Brother He goe and bring it thee. 

Law. Now mufti to the Monument alone, 

Within this three houres will faire lutitt wake, 

Shee will befhrew me much that Borneo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents: 

But I will write againe to Aiantua, 

And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore liuing Coarfe, clos’d in a dead mans Torobe. 

Exit. 

EnterVansandbis Page. 

Par. Giuemethy Torch Boy, hence and ftand aloofe. 

Yet put it out, for I would not bcfeenc : 

Vnder yond yong trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground. 

So (hall no foot vpon the Churchyard tread. 

Being loofe, vnfirme with digging vp of Graues, 

But thou (bait hcare it, whittle then to me, 

As fignall that thou heareft fomething approch, 

Giue me thofe flowers, doe as I bid thee goe. 

Pag. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone 

Here in the Churchyard, yet I will aduenture. 7 

Par. Sweet Flower, with flowers thy Bridall bed I ftrcWi 

O woe, thy Canapie is duft and Hones, 

Which withfweet water nightly I will dew. 

Of wanting that, with feares diftil’d by moncs j 

The Obfequies that I for thee will keepe* , 
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Nightly (hall be, to ftrew thy graue and weepe. 

Whittle B oj, 

The Boy giues warning, fomething doth approch. 
What curfed foot wanders this way to night. 

To erode my Obfequies and true Loues right ? 

What with a Torch? muffle me night a while. 

Enter Romeo and Balthazer his man. 

Ro. Giue me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron. 
Hold take this Letter, early in the morning 
See thou deliuer ic to my Lord and Father 
Giue me the light; vpon thy life I charge thee. 

What ere thou heareft or feeft, ftand all aloofe. 

And doe not interrupt me in my courfc. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face • 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger* 

A precious Ring : a Ring that I muft vfe. 

In deare employment,thercforc hence be gone : 

But if thou jealous doft returne to pry 
In what Ifarther (ball intend to doe. 

By Heauen I will teare thee ioynt by ioynt 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy lkmses : 

I netime and my intents are fauage wilde 
More fierce and more inexorable farre, * 

Then emptie Tygers.or the roring Sea. 

pc ’ I W , iU , be &° ne fir > and not trouble you. 

7 if/; d J r° U friend ^ip>take thou that: 

L S d E beP n 0f r r r 0USjand farCWe11 g° od f dlow. 

Hifli\ F °T r th ' S fa "l c > ,lc hide me here about. 
Hislookes ^eare, and his intents I doubt. 

g 51'J °u d . ete 1 ftab,e ™we, thou wombe of death. 

And il J r rCC L lhy f6ttCn iawes to 0 P e n, 

/l T^‘ Sh ; ' l cra "’ th ' e "»«h morefbod. 

That raur<i,Vdm^i b '" llh ^ hl “S l ' ti,; 

Ui ‘ ‘“pp»w Whi£hsri ' fe > 
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And here is come to doe fome villanous ftiarae 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him, 

Stop thy ynhallowed toyle, vile Mount ague : 

Can vengeance be purfu’d further then death ? 
Condemned ViUaine, ldoe apprehend thee. 

Obey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

Re. I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperateman. 

Five hence and lcaue me, thinke ypon thefe gone, 

Tet them affright thee. 1 befeech thee Youth, 

Put not another finne vpon my head. 

By vrging me to furie, O be gone, 

By HeauenJ louc thee better then my feire, 

For I come hither arm’d againft my felfe: 

Stay not, be gone, liue, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercie bid thee runne away. 

par. I doe defie thy commiferation, 

A»d apprehend thee for a Fcllon here. 

ro. Wilt thou prouokeme? then haueatthec Boy. 
Pate O, Lord, they fight, I will goe call the watch. 
Tar. O f apt flaine, if thou be merciful!. 

Open the Tombe, lay me with 

Re. In faith 1 will, let me perufc this face, 
tMercutios Kinfman, Noble Co untie 
What faid my man, when my betoffed ioule 
Did not attend him as we rode? 1 thinke 
He told me P*r/jfhould haue marryed Juliet, 

Said he not fo ? or did I dreame it fo ? 

Or am 1 mad, hearing him ralke of M*** 

To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand. 

One, writ with me in fowre misfortunes Bookc. 
lie burie thee in a triumphant g™ue; v . 
AGraue; O no, A Lanthomejllaughtred Youth. 
For here lyes Met , and her beautiemakes 
Tins Vault a feafting pretence full of light. 

Death lye thou there by a dead man inter , 

M„«. otr when r*»" •«* ‘ lc9th - 



Miuetbevbfetwmerrie? which their Keepers call 
A lightning before death ? OW how 
Call this a Lightning? O my Loue, my Wife, 

Death that hath fuckt the Honey of thy breath, 

Hath had no power yet vpon thy beauttc : 

Thou art not conquer’d, beauties enfigne yet 
Is Crimfon in thy lips, and in thy cheekes, 

And Deaths pale flag is not aduanced there. 

Tibalt lyeft thou there in thy bloudy meet? 

O what more fauour can I doe to thee, 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twatne. 
To funder his that was thine enemie ? 

Forgiuc me Couzen. Ah deare Juliet. 

Why art thou yet fo faire ? 1 will bcleeue, 

Shall I beleeue, that vnfubftantiall death is amorous? 
And that the leanc abhorred Monfter kcepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour? 

For feare of that, I ftiil will flay with chec, 

And neuer from this palace of dimme night 
Depart againc; here, here will I remayne, 

With Wotmes that are thy Chambermaydcs : O here 
Will I fet vp my eucrlafting reft : 

And fhake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres 
From this World-wearied fit fh,eycs looke your lafl t 
Armcs take your laft embrace : And lips,0 you 
The doores of breath, feale with a righteous kiffe 
A datcleffc bargaine to ingrofling death : 

Come bitter conduct, come vnfauourie guide. 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on 
The dafhingRockes, thy Sea-ficke weary Barker 
Here’s to my Loue. O true Apothecary; 

Thy Drugs are quicke.Thus with a kiffe I dye. 

Enter Frier with Lantbeme, Crew and S fade. 

Fri. Saint Francis be my fpeed, how oft to night 
Haue my old feet Humbled at graucs? Who’s there ? 
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Balt. Here j one, a friend, and one that knowes you well. 
Fri. Bliflc be vpon you. Tell me good my friend, 

What torch isyond thatvaincly lend* his light 
To grubs and eyelcfle fcullcs, as I difeerne, 

It burnethinthe Ctfpe// monument, 

B* It. It doth fo holy fir, and thercs my mafter, one thstyou 
loue, 

Fri. Who is it? f 

B*lt. Romeo, 

Fri. How long hath he bin there? 

Balt. Full haifean hourc. 

Fri. Goc with me to theVault. 

Balt. I dare not Sir. 

My Mafter knowes not but I am gone hence. 

And fearefully did menace me with death, 

If I did ftay to lookc on hisenfeints, 

Fri, Stay, then ilegoealorte^ffcare c<>rnes vponmci 

0 much I feare fomciil vnluckic tbibg. ; ; 

Balt. As I didfleepevnder this young tree here, 

1 dreampt my mafier and another fought,. 

And that my mafter flew him. 

Fri. Romeo. 

Alacke,a!acke, what bloud is this which ftaines vj 

The ftony entrance of this Sepulchre? 

What meane thefe maftcrlcffe and goatie fwords 
To lie difcolour’d by this place of peace? 

Romeo, oh pale: who elfc, what Paris too? 

And fteept in bloud?ah what an ynkind houje 
Is guiltie of this lamentable chance? 

The Lady ftirs. T j? 

ltili, O comfortable Frier, where is my Lord* 

I doe remember well where I fhould be: 

And there I am, where is my Romeo} 

Fri. I hearc fome noyfe Lady, come from that neU 
Of death, contagion,and vnnaturall fleepc; 

A greater power then we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents, come, come away. 
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Exit* 



Thy husband in thy bofome there lies dead: 

And Parit too , come ile difpofc of thee, 

A flong a Sifter-hood of holy Nunnes: 

Stay nottoqueftton.for the witch is comming, 

Come, goc good luliet, 1 dare no longer ftay. 

luli. Goc get thee hence, for I will not away, 

Whacs here? a cup clofd in my true loues hand? 

Poy foul fee hathbecnehistimelcffc end: 

O churle, drinke all,and left no friendly drop. 

To helpe me after, 1 will kiffe thy lips, 

Happly fomc poyfon yet doth hang on them, 

To make me die with a leftoratiuc. 

Thy lips arc warme. 

Enter Boy and Watth. 

Watch. Leade boy, which way? 

luli. Yea noife? then ile be briefe. O happy dagger. 

This is thy (heath, there tuft and let me dic. 

Boj. This is the place, there where the torch doth burne. 
Watch. The ground is bloody, fearch about the Churchyard. 
Goe fome of you, who ere you find, attach . 

Pittifull fight, here lies the Countie flaine. 

And In/iet bleeding, warme, and newly dead.* 

Who here hath lainc thefe two dayes buried, 

Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Capnlttt. 

Raii'c vp the Mount agues, fomc others fearch. 

We fee the ground whereon thefe woes doe lye. 

But the wue ground of all thefe piteous woes. 

We cannot without circumftance defery. 

Enter Romeos man. 

Watch. Heres Romeos man , we found him in the Churchyard. 
Cbiefe Watch. Hold him in fafety, till the Prince come hither. 

Enter Frier, and another Watchman, 

3 .Watth. Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes , and vreepes. 

t % wee 
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We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him, 

As he was comming from this Churchyard fide. 

Chief e Watch. A great fnfpition, ftay the Frier 
Enter the Prince. 

Prin. What mifaduenture is fo early vp. 

That cals our perfon from our mornings reft ? 

Enter Capulet end his Wife . 

Ca. Wbatfhould it be that they fo (hrike abroad ? 

Wife. O thepeople in the ftreet cry ‘Rpmeo, 

Some Juliet, and feme Paris , and all runne 
With open out-cry to ward our Monument. 

Prin. What feare is this which ftartles in your eares ? 

Watch. Soucreignc.here lyes the Countie ‘Paris flame. 

And Remo dead, and Juliet dead before, 

Warmeand newkild. 

Prin. Search, feeke and know how this foule murder comes. 

Watch. Here is a Fr«r,and flaughtred Romeos man, 

With Inflruments vpon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens Tombes. 

Cap. O Heauen ! O Wife! looke how our Daughter bleeds ! 
This Dagger hath miftane/or loe his houfe,, 
Isetuptieontbcbackeof Mount ague. 

And is mifheath’d in my Daughters bofome. 

Wi. O me, this fight of death, is as a Bell 
That warncs my old age to a Sepulcher. 

Enter Mountague. 

Yrtn. Come Mountague, for thou art early 
fee thy fonne end Irene, now ca 
Moun. Alas, my Liege, m^ wif 
Griefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her 
what further woe confpires againftmy age ? 

0 rin. Looke and thou (bait fee.. 

Www; O-thou yntaugbt,;what manners is mthii* 

To preffe'before thy farher to a graue ? 

Prin. Seale yp the monetb of out-rage 
Till we can cleere thefe ambiguities, 

Andknbyv their fnfine, their he^d theirtruc defeent, 
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And then will I be Generali of your woe*, 

And lead you euen to death : meanetime forbear*, 

And let mifchance be flaue to patience. 

Bring forth the parties of-fufpition. 

Fr#a I am the greateft,abIcto doc Icaft, 

Yet moft fufpc&ed as the time and place 
Doth make againft me of this direfull number r 
And hearelftand both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condemned, and my felfe excufde. 

•Prin. Then fay at oncewhat thou doft know in this? 
Frier. I will be briefc, for my fliort date of breath 
Is not folong as is a tedious Tale. 

Ronteothste dead, was Husband to that Juliet , 

And (be there dead, that fRgmeo's faithfull wife ; 

I married them, and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Fihalts doomefday, whofc yntimely death, 

Banifh’t the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie, 

For whom, and not (oxTthalt, Juliet pin’d. 

You, to remoue that fiege of griefe from her, 

Betroth’d and would haue married her perforce. 

To Countie Tarts. Then comes (he to me, 

And with wild lookes bidme deuife fomemeanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage : 

Or in my Cell there would (be kill her felfe. 

Then gaue 1 her (fo tuterd by my art) 

A deeping potion, which fo tooke effect; 

As I intended, for it wrought on her 

The forme of death, meaoe time I wot to Romeo 

Thatheftiould hither come as this dire night. 

To helpe to take her from her borrowed graue. 

Being the time the potions force fhould ccafe. 

But he which bore my Letter,' FxkxJokn, 

Was flayed by accident, and yefternight 
Returned my Letter baeke, then all alone 
At the prefixed houre of her waking, 

Came I to take her from her Kindreds Vault, „ 

Meaning to keepehet dofely at my Cell,, 
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Till T conuentently could fend so Romee. 

But when 1 came tome minute ere the time 
Ot her awr.king, here rntimely lay, 

The noble T*n7,and true Romeo dead. 

She wakes, and I intreated her come forth 
And beare this worke of Heauen with patiences 
But then a noyfe did fcare me from the T ombe. 

And (he too defperate would not goe with me : 

But as it feemes, did violence on her felfe. 

All this 1 know, and to the Matiage her Nurft is priuy: 
And if ought in this mifearryed by my fault, 

Let myold life be facrific’d feme hoiire before the time, 

Vnto the rigour of feuereft Law. 

*Prin. We ftill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 
Where’s Romeos man ? what can he fay to this ? 

Tlalth. I brought my Matter newes oilnlttU death, 
And then ib-poft he came from sJ\fo*tu4, 

To this fame place. To this fame Monument 

'This letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

/U*d threatnedme with death, going m the Vault, 

ifl departed not, and left him there. 

prin. Giueme the Letter,I will looke on it. 

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the watch ? 
Sirrah what made your Matter in this place • 

Ttf/.He came with flowers to ftrew his Ladies gtaue. 
And bid me ttand aloofc, and lb I did, 

Anonccmes one with light to ope the Tombe, 

Andby and by my Matter drew on him. 

Their comfe ofLoue the tidings of her death, 

And here he writes that he did buy a P°y ton 
Of a poore Pothecaric, and there wit.hal‘, 

Came to this Vault, to dye and lye wth/*". 

Where be thefe enemies? Cafselet ^ouseuguti 
See what a fcourge is laid vponyour hate t . , . 

That Hcaucn finds meanes to kill younoyes with lou , 
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And 1 for winking at your difeords too, 

Haue loft a brafe of Kinfmen, all are puniflit. 

Cop. O brother Mouotague, giue me thy hand, 
This is my daughters ioynturc, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Moun. But I can giue thee more, 

For I wili rayfe her ftatuc in pure gold, 

That whiles ZJerottA by that name is knowne, 

There fhall no figure at that rate be fet, 

As that of true and faithful! IttUet. 

Cop. As rich fhall Romeos by his Ladies lie, 

Poore Sacrifices ofour enmitic. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings, 
The Sun for forrow will not fbew his head : 

Goe hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things. 
Some (ball be pardoned, an d ferae punifbed. 

For neuer was a Storie of more woe, 

Then this of luhet and her Romeo. 



DON, [1622] THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.56) OctaVO 




, [1622] THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.56) Octavo 




DEPARTMENT OF MANUSCRIPTS 



Record of Treatment, Extraction, Repair, etc. 



Name 



Particulars 

TitCe. rcd^cLusei . KcftoCvduf 



fi.ca.ta8 



7/75 7961 351136 8m H&S(P)Ltd Gp841 






